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True loyers of Poetic muse with sentiment refined step forth ! 
with all the magnanimity of soul peculiar to itself; and here he- 
hold the boanteous table spread, with mind's delicious food, of 
which partake, and let your ardent lovely passions glow, or in 
full lustre bum with gratitude to Him who is our gracious bene- 
factor. This precedent we choose/" Parent of eyery good," whose 
liberality supplies the need of every thing his hand hath made I 
and with special import sealed on those for whom the Saviour 
bled. Hence the love of God to man, whose privilege is such, 
could I but touch the string elastic, that would spring and reach 
to every bounding heart, which would in sweet retort rebound 
and cry, "Ah, love's immensity! thb pbivilbob ov man!** 
Then would my swollen heart rejoice in effervescent strains, and 
loudly cry, " Salvation to the Lamb !" Methinks, had I a Gabriel's 
tongue, or late Demosthenes' oratorical power, together with 
Cicero's charming voice, the whole of which inadequate we'd 
find to be, and never could do real justice to my theme. Ah * 
how can man be just with God ? yet unto himself he may, as far 
as in this work I am, the plan I'll give. A universal feast is 
here, ihb psiviLSaB of man I Though all invited are, take my 
well-meant advice, pvay come in youth, while all the powers of 
body^ and of mind are fresh, and qualified to help themselves^ 
But first of all, on taking up this book to read, place curiosity on 
the lowest seat; for, as a thief she comes, to rob you of your right^ 
3. — In patience ye possess your souls, and let this be a leisure 
hour, to cull and gather up the best of fruit. 3. — Then see that 
every verse contains a store. 4. — ^By strict investigation prove 
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tbe truth, and then hold fast the same : store it up for present, 

and for future use. 5. — And if your neighbours need, do freely 

give ; for this is God-like who, hath laid the philanthropic plan. 

6. — Do this, in all tbe purposes of life, and lack you'll never 

know. 7. — Bemember this, the Author of all good presents the 

same to you, and bids you fireely take that you may live, and thus 

enjoy yourselves with him in endless bliss. The seed-time for 

eternity is on ! while here in time, under our Heavenly Father's 

special care, each plant shall thrive and grow as cedars tall in 

Lebanon, water'd by the dew of heaven, refreshing showers of 

grace divine ! from Him who is the fountain of all bliss, whose 

promise also is, the increase he will give: hence my calculation, 

thus, — 

THE PRIVILEGE OF MAN. 



The last jolume published by the Author was designated, 
"Comfort: Man was never made to mourn;" and was dedicated 
to his Lordship, the Bishop of Bipon ; who, on receiving a copy 
of the same, addressed the following pleasing and gratifying letter 
to the Author: which, for your perusal, I have taken the liberty 
of publishing, — 

September 24th, 1852. 
"Sir, 

I have had the pleasure of receiving a copy of your poems, 
entitled * Comfort,' which you have been so good as to send me, 
and which deserves my best thanks. The Christian spirit which 
seems to breathe throughout them, will, I am sure, have proved a 
comfort to you through life : may it also prove the like in the hour 
of death, and in the day of judgment. Believe me. Sir, 

Your faithful and obedient servant, 

C. T. BIPON." 
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THE NATIVITY OF JESUS CHRIST, 
And Rejoicings at the Appearance of ImmanueL 

The subject of my Saviour's birth 

I'll contemplate with pleasure. 
Where he exchanged heaven for earth. 

And bless'd it with his treasure. 
A Prophet, in his grand survey 

Of unexhausted love. 
With rapture points to that bless'd day 

When Jesus made remove ! 
And left his Father's throne on high. 

To tabernacle here. 
That we might have salvation nigh. 

And live on heavenly cheer. 
In tnoisport now he rises thus. 

In sweet Devotion's strain ; 
Though eloquent, yet at a loss 

Expression to obtain. 
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Upon the universe he calls 

To aid him in the theme. 
Which builds the golden city-walls. 

And merits all esteem. 
Ye vaulted heavens, melodiously 

Break forth, and loudly sing ! 
Yea, swell the concave of the sky. 

In praises to your king. 
Ye mountains too, your silence break. 

In acclamative peals. 
Acknowledge him ye every creek, 

Likewise ye verdant fields ; 
Let all the trees in forests bend. 

And nod their admiration 
Of Him, to all the world a friend. 

The owner of creation. 
Now leap for gladness, cumbrous earth. 

Rejoice, thou beauteous vale ; 
Strive to set forth thy Maker's worth. 

And crown the lovely tale. 
For he is Lord, whose precious gift 

Appears in human form. 
With free salvation, riding swift. 

To van<|uish every storm. 
When this unique display was made. 

Or exhibition grand. 
The sure foundation stone was laid 

By God's almighty hand ! 
The angel of the Lord appear'd. 

With tidings of the same ; 
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A multitude so worthy cheer'd 

The great Immanuers name ! 
This heavenly host in praises sang 

Loud hallelujahs sweet. 
And echo through the concave rang, 

His praises to repeat. 
Whose hlessed theme was ''peace on earth. 

Good-will and love to man ; 
Thence issu'd forth, from south to north. 

From east to west it ran. 
Our God, incarnate now hecame 

A babe in Bethlehem ; 
The sole linmanuel is his name. 

Most valuable gem ! 
The Lily of the valley, he. 

The bright and Morning Star ! 
For ever shining full and free. 

To light his sons from far. 
From aU the comers of the earth. 

His daughters too shaU come, . 
And test the virtue of his birth. 

Enjoying peace at home. 
The Sun of Righteousness arose. 

With healing in his wings ; 
From then till now, he onward goes,. 

And eveiy comfort brings. 
The morning stars in concert join'd 

Their laurels to the Lamb ; 
And all the Sons of God combined 

To praise the great I AM I 
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* 

This grand pbiUmthropist on lugh. 

Our Maker^ and our Friend^ 
Hath left the regions of tStie sky, 

A life with us to spend. 
To clear our path^ and show ike way 

To everlasting rest ; 
That we through him, might win the day. 

And be for ever blest 
The joy of which, the same shaU pvov« 

Immortal, in the breast 
Of all, who now the Savioux lovie. 

And in his robes aie dress'd. 
Then shall we not, for whom he came. 

In songs of praise rejoioe ? 
And sound aloud Immanuers name. 

With heart, with lip*, and voice ; 
In joyful anthems celebrate 

The three. Incarnate one» 
And at his sacred footstool wait. 

In Jesu's strength go on. 
Then ; while eternal ages roll. 

All privilege we hold ; 
Eacl^ dri|iking at the crystal bowl, — 

The subject can't be told. 



WRIGRT*S POEMS. 13 



LIFE AND DEATH. 

Is then not an appointed time tot maoi on tovtii to live ? I 
answer. Job, there is ; likewise an appointed time for man to die : 
the whole secret o1 which is known alone to Him who brought us 
into being. 

For what was man design'd to live, 

Fot what design'd to die P 
That he might of God's grace receive. 

And glory by and by. 

Can I, a worm> enjoy the same. 

In life and aiW death P 
Surely I can, through Jeeu's name. 

Breathe peace in ei^ery breath. 

Here life is sweet, and death is gain, 

When in possession of 
The evidence which shall remain. 

That nev^r-dying love. 

This is the life-boat of the souK 

Which nothing can upset ; 
And though the ocean's billows roll, 

'Tis never, never beat. 

The bark is tossed to and fro. 

On life's tempestuous ocean ; 
But after tfeis, the soul must go 

To reap a better portion. 

B 
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Our mortal and immortal part 
Must cross the ocean now; 

And Jordan, with Christ in the heart. 
To make the passage glow. 

With lustre, far surpassing all 
That mind could e*er conceive ! 

And, though man lost it by his fall. 
He never need to grieve. 

The whole divinity of God, 
This subject will explain ; 

Though we may sleep beneath the sod. 
We cannot long remain. 

Our Saviour burst the bonds of death. 

On that delightful mom 
When Maiy knew her Saviour's worth. 

And who remov'd the stone. 

The sepulchre can never hold. 
Beyond its proper bound. 

The cai^et of the precious gold. 
Nor keep it under ground. 

Then let us each, in life and death. 
The Spirit's witness have ; 

That, when we yield our mortal breath. 
We live beyond the grave. 
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A PARAPHRASE 
ON THE XCI. PSALM. 

The man who dwells in thy defence, 

God, the Lord most high ! 
Nothing shall ever pluck him thence. 

His hope can never di€. 
Whose trust is in him firm and sure. 

No snare his soul entrap ; 
His heart in God now rests secure. 

He hides him in his lap. 
Beneath his feathered wings hell rest, 

Amid contagion's rage. 
And see the whole, while he is hlest 

From youth to hoary age. 
No pestilence, that walketh in 

The darkness of the night. 
Shall ever here his household thin. 

Or yet his prospect hlight. 
His shield and huckler is the truth 

And righteousness of God ; 
And on him rests his all, forsooth. 

He watches every nod. 
A thousand hy thy side shall fall. 

Ten thousand at thy hand ; 
But Christ alone is all in all. 

And thou shalt surely stand. 
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Nigh thee the pestilence shall not 

With raging terror come ; 
As on thy soni Jthere it no blot> 
All's right ivith thee at home. 
Thy house of sure defence is high^ 

No plague shall thee alarm^ 
Or come »nto l^y dwelling nigh, 

Nor evU do thee harm. 
For God shall give his angels charge 

O'er thee, in all thy ways ; 
Thy lovely soul he will enlarge. 
And give thee length of days. 
The lion and the adder thou 
Shalt never fear to meet ; 
But lay the dragon's fury Um, 

And tread him 'neath thy feet. 
The reason why, God doth assign, * 

Wherefore he will deliver. 
Is this, because that thou art mine, 

111 lift thee up for ever. 
And when thou eaJl^st upon my name. 

An answer thou shalt have : 
III raise thee up to highest fame. 

And bliss beyond the grave. 
Salvation then shall sounded be. 

By all the saints above ; 
In music sweet eternally. 
The praises of his love. 
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AN ODD STANZA, 
ON THE PRIVILEGE OF MAN. 

The privilege of man is this. 

Which cannot be deny'd, 
A present and eternal bliss. 

Against both wind and tide. 

Whose happiness doth lay in part 

So much within his reach. 
Affecting both the mind and heart. 

Wisdom in truth to teach. 

Never depend on others for 

The comfort you enjoy. 
As this is sure to cause demur. 

Which must your peace destroy. 

When you perceive the tide of things 

Is moving quite awry, 
Tis time for you to brace your strings. 

And use them, by the bye ! 

Cheerful and well-dispos'd, you may 
Have music in your breast ; 

A portion for a gloomy day. 
And joyful all the rest. 
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So then, whatever may hefall 
Your instrument in time. 

You have sweet o^usic at a eaU, 
In laogHa^ laost aqUiaie 1 

Which stamp* a digniky upon: 
Mankind in evcnry sta^e^**- 

Exemptions you will find an none 
From yQuth to. hoaiy agOi. 

MORAL. 

Pray, mwen court anotbei'a snile^ 
DeceptiQft'a mk ia there. 

Where fraud;, h3qiocaisy, and guile*, • 
Disguise the foul in fiiir; 

Nor yet the &o«m of mortals kar, 
While you are }HSt and truo, 

As all mankiiid are woodrous qnieer. 
And tmsky firie^ds. aie km, 

I £ you'd he happy all the day. 
Secure a friend at home. 

Attend tOi this without delay, 
And never fufther roam ; 

For i£ yott put youv trust in man, 
A broken reed at best, • 

Hell take advantage where he can. 
And leave you when distressld 
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CONTENTMENT. 

Contentment is that lovely grace^ 
Which suit» in every time and place ; 
Though. i£ of this you're ever short. 
The virtnia never can be bougfuL 

Mankind their own desires may grant ; 
For, nothing, covet, nothing want» 
Thiosa ne*'er can lack, who wish no more, 
Contentsnent'a a perpetual store. 

Great minds create their own content. 
While little- ones are alwaya q)ent^ 
Be satisfy'd with, what thou art. 
Act well thine own allotted part. 

Content within, serene without. 
Nor in thy bosom harbour doubt ; 
Whether thy fortune's harsh or kind. 
Maintain an equai'-^nuper'd mind. 

Deem it a priirilegps' ta dae. 
Nor ask the query wdian, os why ;. 
Then whether it be sooiii oolat^ 
You live and die in happy state; 
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MORAL. 

What Providence assigns^ you mast 
Conclude the assignation just; 
But never dare to take in hand 
The thing you cannot understand^ 

For this would prove an awkward crust ; 
Then learn in providence to trust. 
Allow him here to work his will. 
Till all the wheels of life are still. 

Then to his wisdom leave the rest. 
Who knows, and wills, and acts the best. 
He who created all things good. 
Surely his business understood. 

To cany out the grand design. 
Submission to God's will is mine. 



GRAVITATION. 

The falling leaf from off the tree. 
The hair from off my head, 

Alike prognosticate to me. 
My final dusty bed ; 
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The withering fruit that look'd so fUr, 

And blossom'd as the roee» 
Hath left the tree so clear and bare. 

And dropp'd^ its life to close. 

The ground receiv'd it as it fell 

Bj gravitation sure^ 
And as it mov'd, the wamiiig beU 

Rang^ nought c«Ji long endura 

I've seen the whole in eveiy stage. 

And mark'd progressive flighty 
As man in time, from youth to agew 

The morning, noo&, and night. 

Behold the juvenile at play. 

With rosy cherry che^ ; 
Lively and brisk he trips away. 

Till time pops in the break. 

When manhood's strength is loaSh to jrield. 

Though years have pasa'd idong ; 
While he was bii^ io tha field. 

Amongst the giddy throng. 

He finds the pins of natura looise. 

With furniture impair'd> 
And eveiy tenant in the houae 

So wonderfiilly scai'd. 
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The pins dow drop from out the frame. 
Its joints are stiff and queer^ 

Nor can he play the youthful game. 
Which once he lov'd so dear. 

His back with age begins to bend. 
By years his locks are white ; 

He knows his time must shortly end. 
And day recline to night. 

Me thinks, I see the aged man 
Whose props are giving way ; 

Though once with agile steps he ran. 
Now in the close of day. 

His eyes are dim, his grinders cease. 
With furrow'd cheeks so wan ; 

Now wishing to depart in peace. 
He's reach 'd the age of man. 

The pendulum moving slowly on. 

With oscillations weak. 
Foretell that life will soon be gone. 

The silver- cord shall break. 

The golden-bowl must surely fail. 
Its flowing streams are chill. 

And every breath in falt'ring gale. 
Cries, ''wheels of life, be still !" 
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The bowl doth at the fountain burst. 

The golden fluid stay. 
Then man returns his dust to •dust, "^^ 

For he hath liv*d his day. 

EXAMPLE. 

The earth from whence all flesh arose. 

The centre of attraction. 
According to brave nature's laws. 

Can not allow detraction. 

MORAL. 

Likewise the vital spark in man. 

Returns unto its source. 
According to its author's plan. 

The centre of its course. 

aUERT. 

This, man with reason can't deny. 

Devoid of which, he will 
With all his morbid passions try 

His better part to kill. 

ADMONITION. 

Ah ! pity, pity, pity, man. 

In this diseased state, 
I'd now advise thee whilst thou can 

Repent, ere it's too late 

*£cclesiastes, Chap. xii. 
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THE WEDDED PAIR, FOR EVER ONE. 

And was the breath of life in man 

Plac'd there as spon as made. 
When time with Adam's race begaa,. 

A light within the shade P 

Behold, all beautiful and fair. 

In happiness complete. 
When first the only wedded pair 

Did each, each-^ther greet. 

The ocean, whence their bliss arose. 

Is ever bounding full ; 
Nor can its avenues e'er closd. 

Though mortals may be null. 

True virtue is her lovely name. 

Possession weds the pair. 
And all mankind may breathe the same, 

'Mid circumambient air. 

Or in the dark secluded spot. 

To which you may repair^ 
The grove, or in the lovely grot. 

She's ever present there. 
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A record of all deeds within^ 

Is surely kept secure ; 
With every secret-darling-sin^ 

And every action pure. 

Throughout the length and breadth of time, 

The truth may we secure ; 
Twill land us in yon upper clime^ 

Where every heart is pure. 

To devastate^ corrode, and slay. 

Is time's prerogative; 
But ours is this, in life's short day, 

To see, do well, and live. 

That when through time we've run our race, 

The prize each may obtain, 
Purchas'd for all, by Jesu's grace, 

And life eternal gain. 



A RONDEAU FOR THE YORKSHIREMAN. 

Antiquity's' a pleasing sight, 
To all who in the same delight. 
With intellect so pure and bright. 
Preferring day to woeful night. 
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Discarding wrongs and choossing rights 
Promoting such^ with all their might ; 
Good logic use> but never fight : 
All this is from a Yorkshire-bite I 



Maintaining truth, in trusty care, ' 
And owns he's got. no time to spare; 
But plays his game so just and fiur. 
To catch the truth, would split a hair. 
And circulate it every where. 
To leave the pirate's pocket bare; 



A LEGACY FOR THE GORMANDIZER. 

Dear Sir, take this advice of me : — 
Just eat to live, don't live to eat ; 
That strong and healthy you may be. 
And life and meat to you more sweet. 



A PASTORAL SOLILOQUY. 



Thou, Lord, my watchful shepherd art. 

To feed, protect, defend ; 
Nor wilt thou from thy charge depart. 

But keep me to the end* 
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lu beautiful green :|iastuTes^ iStoii 

Dost cause my feet to "move; 
Where all the herbage iSitfve and grdw, 

By genial showers above. 

Beside the dear still waters here. 

Sweet comfiDTt dol^ abound; • 
No carping cn^e^ brdoubtiiig fear. 

Within l^e cirde -found. 

Thou rfifdt my soul -coin^rt, and none 

Control my heart 'but thee •; 
Then shall I »ng -the three in o»e. 

To all eternity. 

In rigbteon^jiess may 1 go forth. 

For Jesu's only ^ake'; 
And in hi6 glory ilest the worth 

Of what I now partake. 

Though thrbti^ death's Viiliey I shall walk. 

No evil will I fear; 
Fdt iHi^ he Bttikes hi^ 9!M siiroke. 

My shepherd ^all b^ thete ; 

Whose rod a&d «tfttf shfedl comfott riie. 

The ^tin^ of d6«tth i& diSm ; 
And dftfk(ft»t shttdes ahull peove to be 

A prelude of the moiti. 
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When I shall rise, the image of 
That hright and morning star^ 

Which lit creation up in love ; 
Nor in the same a jar. 

As all the sons of God shall sing , 

Landed in heaven ahove^ 
Salvation unto Israel's King, 

Who did the saints remove. 

To yon big house not made with hands, 

£temal in the sky ; 
Already now the fabric stands. 

Whose occupants are nigh. 

Possession shortly we shall take. 
And there enjoy the store 

Prepar'd for us, for Jesu's sake. 
And life for evermore. 

O yes ! there in my Father's house 
Are many mansions sure ; 

The Bridegroom's ready for his spouse. 
So lovely and so pure. 

A title good to all he gives. 
Who form his Church below. 

And when he comes the same receives. 
And we with him shall go.. 
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Suffice it thffti, that as our Lord 

Is now. Ire then shall be : 
True riches ai^ for ever stor'd. 

Poor |yenitent for thee^ 

Then cheer thy ^oul, take courage now. 

And come at his command. 
Who bids thee at his altar bow. 

That thou may'st boldly stand,. 

And hear the welcome plaudit, " Come, 

Enter into my rest ; 
Come, children, to your father's home. 

And be for ever blest." 



THE PRIVILEGE OF MAN. 

FIRST STANZA. 

Of all th6 pleasures I can find. 
None are so pleasing to the mind. 

As those of high import ; 
Which raise the man from low design. 
With strong incentives to incline. 

Thither oft to resort. 

I 3 



30 •Wright's poems. 

The sensualist is never found 
Within the consecrated ground^ 

Where prudence reigns alone : 
Though well he knows her seat may be- 
His own, so lovely and so free. 

As yet exceird by none. 

Not all the fascinating charms. 
Need he to grasp within his aims^ 

Which dazzle and devour : 
But keep within the circle, where 
No anxious thought or heavy care. 

Lodge in the lovely bower. 

Where roses in full blow appear. 
Yea, zephyrs wafting sweet and clear,. 

Revive and cheer the soul 
Of man, with his united powers. 
While culling all the fairest flowers. 

Can never drain the bowl. 

Though moving in the elastic car 
Of reason^ reach the morning star. 

Nor grasp infinity : 
With mind stretch'd out beyond compare,. 
Will ride propelled by the fair. 

And touch sublimity. 

Where rests the none created good. 

Which knowledge never understood. 

Though wisdom laid the plan. 
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Whereby on eagles* wings to soar. 
Progressing ever more and more. 
The privilege of man ! 

And shall the creature, who was made 
In wisdom, ever be afraid 

To claim it as his own ? 
The height, and depth, and breadth, and length 
Of love's embrace, with all her strength. 

Here never can be known. 

Though far beyond time's limits, then 
The things conceal'd will open, when 

We reach the upper clime : 
There shall we know as we are known. 
And see the flower so fully blown. 

Which once appear'd in time. 

Nor can the subject I set forth, 
Bear ample marks of half its worth. 

Or one ten-thousandth part. 
Man's privilege is such to know. 
And benefit by all below,^ 

In purity of heart. 

How shall my mind expanded reach. 
Or language orient ever teach, 
, The privilege of man. 
I'll dip my pen in Jesu's blood. 
For he alone hath understood 
The course through which he ran 
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And then ; retrievetnent of the whole 
Of which was lost in Adam's fall^ 

Methinks to reinstate — 
Would he heyond our power to ask. 
Of him who so performed the task. 

And open*d heaven's gate. 

Through which the vilest of the vile 
May pass, who have their Saviour's smile. 

All placid and serene : 
Yea, more than this, he welcome then. 
The free and countless sons of men, 

Design'd with him to reign : 

And there partake of choicest store, 
Prepar'd {6t those who Shall no more 

Want, thirst, or hunger know : 
Delights for ever verdant spring. 
And Christ himself shall he our king. 

Commanding all to grow. 

Mentality expanded be. 

And every heart then fill'd with glee. 

Shall loud hosannahs swell. 
And vibrate in the concave, where 
Refreshing and salubrious air 

Whispers that all is well. 

Amid the chief delight of those 
Who once were his inveterate foes. 
Though now the change is clear ; 
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With all their heart and soul they raise 
Sweet Hallelujahs to his praise ! 
Nor homage in the rear. 

Verbosity is never us'd 

Where language cannot be abus'd. 

For all their theme is love ; 
Thence emanates the splendid flow, 
Pellucid streams which wider grow, 

At every stage we move. 

This benefit while here we have. 
Who live for life beyond the grave. 
And then to land beside the fount. 
From whence arose the whole amount 
Of privilege to man. - 



AN EPITOME OF 
SINGLE AND MARRIED LIFE. 

There are some men we know so hard of beliefs 
They cannot take up with the truth. 

Who wrangle and jangle in trouble and grief. 
Because they are single, forsooth ! 

A woman subserves to the comfort of man. 
And must not be trod under foot ; 

Man is, while alone, do the best that he can 
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The waggoner's wheel in the rut. 
Then Hercules ordered him shoulder to v/heel. 

Bestir yourself, man, whils you ecu. 
Or you may be fast v/ith the slug ia the reel. 

Withcut the true marfcs of e. maa. 
Any one with good sense will not dsT^y t!:is. 

If he do, his own way he must try ; 
The secret he'll Ifind, when he 3e30 all cmiss. 

And ovrn to the truth by and bye. 
The lady possessing true love in her hecrt, 

I'm certain will prize her own mar!. 
From the precepts of whom she will nev3r depart. 

But do for him all that she can. 
To bless and to comfort him in her sirbrp.cs. 

Her hands and her heart mov8 along ; 
Not a being more worthy than her can I trace. 

To sing the most musical song. 
Let not the fastidious dictate unto i^ie. 

Perhaps they are better alone. 
For certainly such with themselves can't agree. 

Who twitter and twine night and mom. 
Nay, all the day long we have heard their loud iret. 

And pity'd their singular case. 
For man without woman should always be beat. 

And fix to himself th$ disgrace. 
Never let a fine jewel bo plac'd on tho caout 

Of the swinish or indigent clan ; 
But rather discretion with prudence be wrbught ; 

Then woman's a comfort to man. 
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United those live, with a blessing divine^ 

Whose progeny witness the same. 
With love in each bosom>. in lustra they shine. 

And honour the christian name. 
Then marks of the latter-day's glory we see. 

When families join hand in hand; 
Exemplify this, friends, wherever you be. 

And march to the fair promised land ; 
Where all will be comfort, enjoyment, and love. 

Sweet music without a discord; 
In yon blessed region where Christ is above, 

I'll sound the high praise of my Lord. 



A NEW VERSION 
OF THE PRODIGAL'S RETURN. 

How welcome the day when the prodigal meets 
A smile from his parents resuming their seats. 
Where once, all in harmony each did partake 
Of comfort domestic, the prodigal brake. 

Chorus. 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home. 
How oft did I wonder I wander'd from home. 

When friendless I was, amid ruffians to fight. 
Who'd rob me of peace, and debar me of right ; 
My bosom then heav'd and my heart did relent. 
To find that my friends and my money were spent. 
Chorus. — Home, home. &c. 
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This thought enter*d into my light thinking mind, 
I've left all my friends and my kindred behind ; 
But now 1*11 return, as I know that I'm poor. 
Perhaps my kind parents will open their door. 
Chorus. — Home, home, &c. 

But dare I presume to indulge the big thought. 
That parents offended my pardon hath wrote P 
Though wandering abroad, far astray I have run-— 
Receive me at home, pray, and welcome your son. 
Chorus. — Home, home, &c. 

No more will I range the rough hillocks of life. 
Or mountainous crags, amid trouble and strife ; 
But move in the valley of pleasure and peace. 
Where sorrow and sighing for ever shall cease. 
Chorus: — Home, home, &c. 

Determin'd I rise, the bold effort to make. 
Embracing the hint, with my senses awake. 
Behold at a distance, my heart for to cheer, 
Th* affectionate parent inviting me near. 
Chorus : — Home, home, &c. 

Who gladly embracing the boon, as we learn 
The prodigal son having made his return. 
To father and mother, and kindred at home. 
No more, said he, now, will I wander and roam. 
Chorus : — Home, home, &c. 
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Bee ! the sympathy here^ *twixt parent and child^ 
Though for years he*d been like the ass's colt^ wild. 
Yet tam*d in the thicket^ where fast he was bound. 
At last made a spring, and a home he hath found. 
Chorus :-^Home, home, &c. 

Where peace and contentment for ever abide. 
Belie vest thou this, that the Lord will provide P 
Then trust in his mercy, and come at his call, 
A home is prepared, well^suited for all. 

Chorus. 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home, 
I'll never more wander; enjoyment's at home. 



THE BARD'S RETREAT. 

The bard is always snug at home. 

Though ranging round the world ; 
Wherever he hath cause to roam. 

His banner is unfurl'd. 
'Mid peace and true content he flies. 

Or sallies in the breeze. 
Beyond yon canopy to rise 

Tall as the poplar trees. 
There ! tunes his harj), and sweetly sings 

Accordant songs divine; 
Out of the treasury he brings 

What may be yours and niinp. 
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Then notes it down, a mental feast. 

And calls the world to share 
With him, whose soul is now released 

From anxious thought and care. 
Enjoyment is man's chief delight. 

He seeks it here and there ; 
But never does it shine so hright 

As when hy faithful prayer. 
To him who plac'd the gem within 

The casket, here helow, 
'Mid heavy gales, he's sure to win 

The tiiith he wills to know. 
Above, beneath, around, extends 

The broad elastic string. 
Whereon he rides, his way he wends 
^ With flight of eagle's wing; 
While far beyond the bounds of time. 

He scans the upper world. 
And speaks with dignities divine. 

Where myst'ries are unfurl'd. 
Revealed are the same upon 

The lyric string ye touch. 
Nor is his own the only one. 

For each may have as much. 
As much ! did I presume to say P 

The christian bard knows well. 
Enjoyment of this summer's day. 

No tongue on earth can tell. 
^ But when I reach the realms above. 
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Unfettered by the clay. 
Which shall dissolve in flames of love. 

To rise in endless day. 
Then shall I soar, and bask beneath 

No entertainment there ; 
But rise with him who did bequeath 

The whole for man to share. 



THE PRIVILEGE OF MAN. 

SECOND STANZA. 

This world inhabited by man, 

Capacions and serene, 
Upheld in providential plan. 

Nor can a breach be seen. 
Where summer, winter, autumn, spring, 

Display to large amount. 
What emanates from nature's king. 

Who did the planets count. 
And caird the stars by separate names. 

The sun and moon likewise ; 
'Tis he ! who all the fabric claims. 

And gave to man his rise. 
Whereby on eagle's wings to soar. 

And view this splendid ball. 
Until the sound be, time's no more. 

And tabernacles fall. 
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Yea, i^ore than this is there within 

The spacious hounds of time ; 
Man's privilege is now to win, 

And claim the upper clime. 
But what can well facilitate 

His pleasure and delight. 
Or help him on in present state. 

With prospect fair and hright i^ 
111 take my car, and ride along 

The vaDeys of the plain. 
There, see the fascinating throng. 

And count what does remain. 
Then climh the hill, and take a view 

From thence, the world around. 
And speak if ought he form'd anew 

Upon the solid ground ; 
Or yet within the hriny deep. 

Where move the finny trihe. 
Who from their author comfort reap> 

And praise to him ascribe. 
The privilege of man is such. 

To walk upright and say. 
If yesterday he us'd a crutch. 

He needn't use't to-day. 
His path is made so very plain>. 

And he was made upright; 
If the reverse, and now in pain. 

He must have lost his sight. 
Though if he have, no dark despaijc- 



Wright's poems. 41 

Need trouble or perplex 
The mind of man^ when seated where 

No vessel ever wrecks. 
His privilege is great, and grand ! 

Who never need to fail. 
So long as his best friend's at hand. 

He'll brave the strongest gale. 
Methinks the world's a queer man's touch. 

Folks in it are so funny. 
Who think they cannot get too much 

For la3dng out their money. 
As such will hoard it up and say. 

Thou art my darling now, 
And scarce their legal debts, will pay, 

But unto mammon bow. 
Man's privilege is this, to use 

The same as talent given. 
And then the Donor won't refuse 

To him^ a seat in heaven. 
Man's privilege is far beyond 

His high conceptive power. 
Though he may move till this be found. 

The standard cannot lower. 
And if his privilege be such. 

As mind can't comprehend. 
Or e'er th' •extreme immortal touch ! 

Eternity can't end. 

Then rise progressive in the march, 

And claim your right below ; 
d2 
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Your privilege is not to search 

But practise what you know. 
The boon within> your maker plac'd>. 

And that is held, so free ; 
Mankind while here^ are bid to taste> 

And feast eternally. 
Then can we tax the God supreme T* 

To him attribute guilt ; 
Who did the sboul of man redeem 

By blood, most precious, spilt. 
And now the virtues of the cross. 

Subservient to our weal ; 
Through which we only lose our dross, 

By witness of the seal. 
Behold the privilege of man ! 

Then state to me the wrong : 
Tis only the All-wise who caa 

Do justice to. my song. 



T 



INTERLOCUTION 
Between the Christian's Friend,, and a Lady^ 

IN TWO PARTS. 

One evening in summer, wh«n nature look'd gay. 

Behold, as I moved along, 
I met a fair lady, to whom I did say. 

Your image enlivens my song. 
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She answered me thus, " A grey-headed old man \ 

Do you think I'm out of my mind P 
IVe young ones rejected^ who after me ran, 

To you I am quite disinclin'd." 

'' But^ Madam/' said he, with his silvery head, 
" I'm not speaking now upon marriage ; 

You have many long years, for so I have heard,. 
Been riding about in your carriage. 



" I've seen you pass by me in silken array, 

So haughty and dignify'd you. 
Your head never nodded the time of the day, 

Nor your tongue utter'd, * How do ye do ? * 



t» 



*' Were it likely, grim monster, that I should begin 

With you to be nodding, or stand ! 
I'd think it a scandal, if not a great sin. 

For me to join you hand in hand*" 

** I'll tell you, fair lady, the thing that I want; 

A message I bear unto you ; 
It does not contain matrimonial cant : 

You must now bid ypur friends all adieu. 

" You've styl'd me a monster, though Death is my name. 

You, Madam, must now go with me ; 
Though you hang down your head, which indicates shame, 

I never can let you go free." 
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''If that be your name^ Sir, excuse me> I pray ; 

I'm sorry for what I have said : 
It has been a sweet and a beautiful day. 

Sir, you know I am nobly bred. 

'' Have you got a message to any but me ? 

If you have. Sir, I'd rather youi go. 
And try if with them you can better agree : 

I*d like it to be even so." 

" You must not dictate unto me, lady fair. 

In this matter you cannot choose; 
For many long years your life did I spare : 

Resign now, you must not refuse. 

" Vast pleasure youVe seen, amid fashion and pride. 
And sought therein all that was good ; 

But never could find it, though Chiiist did provide ; 
The principle's not in your blood." 

" I'm sure. Sir, you speak to me very harsh, 

I beg you will mind what you say ; 
Your language to me, a fair lady, is rash. 

You'd better now move on your way. 

" To-morrow I may have a moment to spare. 

And then I may speak a short while 
To a friend I may meet while I'm taking the air^ 

With you, I may saunter a mile. 
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** Good bye^ my old man^ though I cannot but say 

Our meeting has been to my sorrow : ^ 
I purpose to see you on some other day. 

It happen may be on the morrow." 

MORAL. 

The Christian is ready, now waiting the call. 

The monster may rap at his door ; 
As the high and the low, the great and the small. 

Must pay the same debt as the poor. 



THE HONEST PENNY. 

They tell me that beyond the seas. 

The best of treasures grow ; 
But here, I'll take them at my ease. 

As they should reap, that sow. 
I cannot go to rob another. 

Of what his friends ha\re left ; 
But work at home along with brother^ 

And ne^er commit theft. 
As my old father said to me. 

When I was but a boy. 
By truth and honesty you're free 

To face the king with joy. 
The honest penny, that I get 

Hard by my finger-ends^ 
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Will not allow me to be beat. 

For it botb makes and mends. 
Never to court the smile of man, 

Or dread the frown of any> 
As, by industr}', you can 

Obtain the honest-penny. 
He is the independent one. 

If ever one did live. 
Who crouches, bows, and bends to none. 

To all the needful give. 
By honesty and free good-will. 

You here maintain your stand ; 
And then you take your corn to mil], 

With penny in your hand. 
Now, let us use both hand and head. 

In wisdom, close together. 
By which to make our daily bread 

In calm, for stormy weather. 
What more shall I advance to you. 

Who have good sense and wit P 
Pay tribute to whom tribute's due. 

And then at peace you sit. 
As we with time shall pass away. 

And others take our place. 
May each secure eternal day. 

Through Jesu's precious grace. 
Testing our morals in display. 

We're prompted by his love ; 
Through which 'we tread the only way 
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To realms of bliss above. 
Mark ; all who in the vineyard labour^ 

Each one receives a penny ; 
And they who reach the safety-harbour ! 

Have privileges many. 



SUBLIMITY OF GOD, IN NATURE. 

High, and above all height, is he 

Who form'd the universe : 
In clouds above, or in the sea. 

He rides the milk-white horse. 
Which draws his chariot to and fro. 

Throughout eternal space ; 
In height, or depth^ where'er you go. 

His footsteps ever trace. 
Methinks I see his kingly form. 

Majestically displayed; 
Riding above the foulest storm. 

Secluded in the shade : 
Or sat upon yon noble arch. 

Wide spreading clouds with rain. 
Which never can, while on their march. 

One drop descend in vain. 
His wisdom, power, and goodness will 

Direct their course aright. 
Whose voice is heard when nature's still, 
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Or rustling winds affright. 
There^ far above the mountain top^ 

His workings to perfonn, 
He counts the fall of every drop ! 

And yet controls the storm. 
The raging billows of the deep 

Their altercations have 
By him, whose eye doth never sleep, 

Inspecting every wave. 
Vast waters of the sea, are found 

Within his mighty hand : 
Yea, ev'ry part of solid ground. 

And ev'ry grain of sand. 
The mountains all adjusted are, 

And in the balance weigh'd ; 
Suspended by that Morning Star ! 

Which mortals have deny'd. 
Stupendous grasp ! Infinity, 

With ev'ry breath of air. 
Embraces all immensity. 

In person ev'ry where. 



DEATH AND PRIVILEGE. i 



Our sufTrings in this vale below. 

Eternal mercies speak ; 
This stem, grave truth, man ought to know, 
, His benefit to seek. 
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''When I am weak, then am I strong/' 

Said Paul, Who us'd the plan 
Of self-examination long : 

The privilege of man. 

Kind Providence in all her ways 

Unfolds this blooming flower ; 
In every thing the truth displays. 

With demonstrative power. 

The loss of property may be 

Your lot to suffer here ; 
The hand of Providence then see. 

Though dark, behold it clear. 

Bereavement may have taken place. 

At home, or far away : 
And has that lovely angel-face. 

Now gone unto decay ? 

A knock is at the door, and you 

Must hear, or feel the smart. 
When bidding to your friends adieu, 

Just wounds your tender heart. 

If this be all, it only lasts 

Until the knock for you 
Sounds deeply thus : " Thy day is past. 

Now bid thy friends adieu*" 

E 
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** Not quite so quick this debt to pay/' 
Saj you^ *' IVe nothing fit; 

I beg you call another day. 
When IVe my candle lit. 

*' And then 111 strive to answer all 
Demands you have on me ; 

Pray give my neighbour now a call. 
And leave me this time free." 

'' No, no," said Death, '' no light for me ! 

In darkness, you were told 
I dwell, where light can never be : 

Your time is up— you're sold. 

" Your privilege youVe had before. 
And I must now have mine ; 

I've long been rapping at your door. 
Your candle then did shine ! 

'' Death hearkens not unto the voice 
Of whom he counts his prey ; 

But takes the object of his choice. 
And marches on his way. " 
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THE PRIVILEGE OF MAN. 

THIRD STANZA. 

There is a dull and morbid set 

Of men^ in torpitude ; 
Who always are, and will be beat. 

Following the multitude. 
For evil is their sole pursuit. 

Base appetite to fill ; 
Though, vacant of the choicest fruit, 

' Twill leave them empty still. 
And then, man*s privilege they will 

Most sternly deprecate. 
By which they turn the devil's mill. 

Upon its axis, fate. 
Man*s privilege they can't believe. 

Until they're grinded o'er; 
The wheel of time will them deceive 

With privilege no more. 
But can you, when you see all this. 

Allow the foe to enter. 
Who fain would intercept your bliss. 

And prove your chief tormentor ? 
Your forces muster in the field, 

m 

And cause the foe to fiy ; 
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Or else destruction's surely seal'd 

To you, when sin is nigh. 
Repudiate at once this vain. 

Insidious artizan ; 
Defy the world, and him, to stain 

The privilege of man. 
As none can ever claim his right, 

Twas hought, and freely given : 
Omnipotence, by truth and might. 

Planted man's seat in heaven. 
Let these plain truths encourage man^ 

His privilege to claim ; 
And take possession, while he can. 

Of more than I can name. 



THE SECRET DIVULGED. 

There is one secret to the world, 

I fain would now divulge ; 
The same is to yon class unfurl'd. 

This lux'ry to indulge. 
Th' industrious bees have found the plan^ 

Themselves for to enrich. 
With no impoverishment to man. 

But court him to be such. 
Obtained ! a credit would it be 

Unto himself, to knoW;^ 
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From ev'ry providence, that he 

Sweet comfort thence can draw. 
Though many a hitter plant, or flower. 

He has to taste or pluck. 
While in the forest, or the hower. 

Their virtues he may suck ; 
Extracting henefit from thence. 

As naught was made in vain ; 
Nor can misfortunes come hy chance. 

Or riches we ohtain. 
The greatest hlessing ever known. 

Or in possession got. 
Is this, the lovely flower hlown ! 

The rose of Sharon*s spot. 
Man's privilege it is, to have 

The same within his hreast ; 
Which works hy love unto the hrave. 

Producing what is hlest. 
In summer, while the sun's so hright. 

And zephyrs sweetly fly. 
Now make provision, e'er 'tis night. 

Or Ephemera die. 
The lily, violet, and the rose. 

With all yon train attendance, 
Difiuse their sweets, on friends and foes. 

To urge man's independence. 
The senses of the hody feel 

Refresh'd by ev'ry breeze. 
And oft such maladies they heal. 
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As would his vitals freeze. 
Man's privilege is splendid^ while 

He can behold the same ; 
The picture of his face with smile> 

Bespeaks what none can name. 
Appreciation of the whole. 

Will give the zest we need ; 
And never leave the mind in thrall^ 

But on its virtues feed. 



AN HONEST LAWYER. 

When lawyers stand within the walls 

Of prudent jurisdiction. 
They will attend their clients' calls. 

And act without deception. 

Such are a credit to our land. 

With means to justify 
The honest case they have in hand. 

Cross counsel all defy. 

Hereby the right, obtains his right. 
Which nothing can gainsay : 

The article is polish 'd bright. 
And justice wins the day. 
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Though^ if the case be falsely stated. 

Or represented wrong ; 
Then is it by the law defeated — 

Justice will use the thong. 

Rascality it must correct^ 

And hold the thief at bay ; 
The rights of man it will protect. 

Though lawyers sue for pay. 

And who with sense would work for less 

Than what the case demands ; 
If you would live without distress. 

Pray keep it out of hands. 

Let Britons ever honour those 

Of this fraternity. 
Who do administer our laws 

In truth and equity. 



THE PRIVILEGE OF MAN. 

FOURTH STANZA. 

Here, let me strive on eagle's wings 

To soar above the sky. 
And plant my foot where Gabriel sings, 

Man's privilege is high ! 
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On 8eraph*8 silv'iy wings to rise. 

And view beatitude ! 
With all the saints who gain the prize. 

And now with love imbu'd. 
To chant the most delightful song. 

Composed by God alone. 
Along with all the brilliant throng, 

For whom Christ did atone. 
To sound my notes so loud and sweet, 

111 stretch mj utmost string ! 
My golden harp shall then repeat 

What privileges bring ; 
And if to yon bright realms above. 

Our kindred shall resort ; 
With all the plumage of the dove, 

I'll sound my highest note. 
Parents, children, and partners dear. 

Yea, all whom we have known. 
May banquet here, on heavenly cheer. 

And reap what they have sown. 
Behold ! the tribes of Israel's King, 

In robes so white and fair. 
Their sheaves unto the gamer bring, 

'Mid sweet salubrious air ! 
'The sight of which delights the King, 

Or King of Kings to see. 
Who bids the armies start and sing. 

They're blest eternally. 
Then all shall join in chorus sweet. 
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And sing unto the Iamb, 
Who wash'd us in his blood complete. 

Be crown'd the great I AM. 
And shall man's privilege extend 

Beyond the bounds of time ! 
Progressing when this world shall end. 

In yon delightful clime ? 
Yes ! sure enough, and vastly more 

Than he can now conceive ; 
The whole of the reserved store 

They have who do believe. 
No weary souls or fainting there ; 

Enjoyment ever more 
Shall be his lot, possession where 

He'll reap a splendid store. 
Melodious notes then shall he sing. 

Both human and divine ; 
With Gabriel he shall tune his string ! 

This privilege is mine. 
Our benefit is far beyond 

What angel minds conceive. 
Much less within these lines be found — 

The subject I must leave. 
To be develop'd when we see 

The beauties of his face. 
Who bled and died upon the tree. 

And hath prepared the place. 
Where we shall see him rob'd in white. 

The splendid Son of man i 
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With all the glitt'ring seraph's bright. 

Who reign'd e'er time began ! 
To ransack which, in ages past, 

Time present, and to come. 
And reap the fruit of all at last. 

When we arrive at home. 
Eternity alone can tell > 

Man's privile^ below, 
And then above, to sing "all's well !" 

I thither fain would go. 
The highest dignity above. 

Could never yet unfold 
To man, his privilege in love ; 

The half was never told. 
Longer the christian lives in grace. 

The wiser he shall grow ; 
Though when in heaven he takes his plac-e. 

All things he then shall know. 
So high the dignity of man, 

God only knows his worth ; 
Retrieving privilege he ran ! 

To bring the standard forth. 
That man might share united love. 

With Father and the Son, 
Who fram'd and fix'd yon worlds above. 

Before this world begun. 
Where vast unbounded wisdom reigns. 

Supremacy to hold ; 
Yet man's great privilege he deigns 
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In part, now to unfold ! 
But when we see him face to face. 

Then ours like his shall shine ; 
All this ohtain'd through Jesu*s grace. 

The privilege is mine. 



t » 



AN EPICEDIUM, 
On the Final Victory of the Duke of Wellington. 

And has our nation's victor gone ! 

And is he hit at last. 
By him whose arrow spareth none. 

However hright their cast P 
The Duke hath met his final foe. 

In comhat with the just : 
No longer is he man helow. 

Whose dust returns to dust 
Though honour'd with a good old age. 

His years are eighty-three. 
No more shall he with war engage. 

Throughout eternity. 
A peaceful rest his soul hath found. 

Beyond the swelling flood. 
If he have huilt upon the ground 

Of Jesu's precious hlood. 
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What then are all the laurels bright. 

Or wealth, or crowns below. 
If he, with Paul, ha?e fought the fight 

Which Christians only know ? 

< 

Then may he say, my course IVe run, 

IVe conquered in the field. 
Through him who all my battles won. 

And me a victor seal'd. 
In time, for ages yet to come. 

In history shall he live. 
But not to hear the battle-drum, 

Or yet command to give. 
Great Wellington ! wonderful in war, 

A hundred battles fought ; 
And yet he wheel'd the peaceful car. 

For which he long had sought. 
Whose years were tranquil, thirty-seven. 

At length he met his friend, 
I trust, to land him safe in heaven. 

Eternity to spend. 
No doubt, the Duke appointment had. 

By the Almighty's will. 
Who, with the royal armour clad. 

His duty must fulfil. 
When Joshua used means to quell 

The vile Egyptians' rage. 
Then every project answer *d well, 

God did for him engage. 
Thus, thus he fought for Israel's tribe. 
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And laid the rebels low : 
The vict'ry to the Lord ascribe, 

Jehovab struck the blow ! 
When workmen are engag'd by him^ 

In war, creating peace. 
He'll strengthen ev'ry nerve and limb. 

All captives to release^ 
Ah ! let me live to do thy will. 

Through seas of blood I roam ; 
Let Jesu*s hand conduct me still. 

And land me safe at home. 



THE PRIVILEGE OF MAN. 

FIFTH STANZA. 

^ Autumnal blasts begin to blow. 

And lay the forest bare ; 
Our vegetables cease to grow 

The object of our care. 
Bleak winds and pinching frosts lay hold 

Of animal creation ; 
Which sprung at first from earthy mould. 

As did all vegetation. 
For dust they are, and unto dust 

Will speedily return ; 
Yet not one particle is lost. 

Though nature seems to mourn. 
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When autumn hath its husiness done. 

Then winter doth appear ; 
For which the work at first hegun. 

Progressing with the year. 
That nature might a rest secure. 

In winter's sweet repose ; 
The lovely handmaid doth allure 

The seasons thus to close. 
Though much refreshed with halmy sleep. 

Yet, swift her pinions are ; 
Nor will she long in silence keep 

The elements of war. 
Sweet hreezes doth the banner wave. 

The vernal season now 
Re-animates the glutted grave. 

And causes all to grow. 
Then equinoctial gales appear. 

Which rock the sturdy oak ; 
And in the southern hemisphere 

Sol, takes his pleasing walk. 
Majestic as he moves along. 

With brilliance on his march. 
Whose beams on nature, clears her song. 

And gilds the spangled arch ; 
While all beneath in verdant green. 

Pregnant with vital power. 
The sweetest shrubs and plants are seen. 

Within the spacious bower. 
As spring prepares the summer fruits. 
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Which autumn gathers in ; 
So, winter stern, with her recruits. 

Doth all enjoyment win. 
Though man, in wint'ry blasts of life. 

Bemoans a cruel state ; 
While in the midst of war and strife. 

Most shocking to relate ; 
But let him well consider this : 

For action man was made. 
And if he wants eternal 'bliss. 

He must in time parade. 
Now, mark the seasons as they move. 

The spring of every thought. 
And catch the olive from the dove. 

Don't spend your time for nought. 
The rising gleam of human life, 

Aurora in the east, 
Foretels a war of mortal strife, 

Fix'd on both man and beast 
Yet, reason should be guide' of all 

The passions of the mind ; 
Or she may witness nature's fall. 

And leave herself behind. 
While spring with summer in the train, 

Doth move alternate on : 
Autumn and winter must be gain. 

As man need never mourn ! 
For when life's seasons here are spent, 

A spring doth yet remain. 
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Where each and all shall breathe content^ 

And life and death is gain. 
Thrice happy state^ no more repine^ 

My soul hath won the day. 
Through Christ, and all he hath is mine : 

Rise, man ! make no delay. 



THE ROYAL BARD. 

Could ancient monarchs make their boast 

Of Poets in their reign ? 
Then why should I not swell the h ost< 

As Bard unto the Queen ? 
Or rather to the glorious King, 

The King of Kings on high. 
Who doth to me sweet comfort bring, 

And blessings ever nigh. 
Presumptive man ! the envious say^ 

Who'd eat their food alone, 
I'll point him out some better way. 

For labour he was bom. 
Perhaps you're almost in the right. 

And verging on the wrong : 
Some have not musclar force or might,. 

And yet can sing their song. 
Love is the centre of my soul. 

And must now beai: the sway,^ 
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Till peace shall reign from pole to pole. 

And gain the wish'd-for day. 
Thus striving to accelerate 

The same, hy God's command, 
Nor e'er asham'd the truth to state. 

His scribe, I humbly stand. 
May grace and truth possess my heart, 

And so conduct my pen. 
That I therefrom may ne'er depart. 

In palace, grove, or glen. 
Created by almighty power, 
. To publish truth around. 
Shall I the noble standard low'r. 

In vain the trumpet sound ? 
Blow, breezes, blow ! and swell the streams 

Which from Parnassus flow ! 
Until our British island teems 

With fruit, for all below. 
Now, verging on the same we find. 

Witness, our press is free ! 
GodVword is sent to all mankind 

By us, from sea to sea. 
Britons ! your privilege is such. 

To deluge all the world 
With gospel truth, by honoured touch 

Of him, who this unfurl'd. . 
The Holy Trinity combined 

To work his sovereign will. 

With aU benignity of mind, 
f2 
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His promise to fulfil. 
Hail, happy day ! when every heart 

Shall feel the Spirit's power; 
And every tongue shall take its part,. 

Confessing Christ, the flower ! 
Whose mediatoi-ial essence then 

With sweet perfume shall rise. 
Delightful to all mortal ken. 

When each have gain'd the prize. 



THE RULE OF PRACTICE,. 
Or the Friendly Admonition, 

The obstinate da always err ; 

The best advice is vain 
To those who dark to light prefer. 

Nor will the truth obtain. ^ 
This lesson learn, and mark the role 

By which you never err,. 
For Christ's sake now become a fool,''^ 

Without the least demur. 
Whereby true wisdom you obtain,. 

With life, and joy,, and peace ; 
Yea, life eternal ever gain. 

When mortal life shall cease.. 

* I Corintkiausy iii, 18, 19. 
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Examples of the same we have. 

Set forth in holy writ ; 
And if a single one yon crave. 

Saint Paul himself was iU 
Puff'd up with pride, and vain conceit, 

Of education grand ! 
From which he had to make retreat, 

And fall, e'er he could stand. 
* Twas pride alone that entered in. 

And chang'd angelic form ; 
The parent of our ev'ry sin. 

Which made the calm a storm. 
Wherein the fiends of hell exist. 

In torment and despair ; 
And all who «till in pride persist. 

Are sure to meet them there. 
Humility alone is that , 

By which we grace ohtain ; 
Through faith in Christ, securing what 

Will prove eternal gain* 



THE CONQUERING HERO. 

A year hath open'd, in the which, shut out 
From man, transactions of the past. 

And if within his hreast he harbours doubts 
Despondency may hold him fa&U 
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Where all the past is present to the eye 

Of man existing yet on earth ; 
Nor can he hack one single moment hoy. 

Or count tiie present moment's worth. 
Let all in deep ohlivion sink, to rise 

No more for ever in his hreast. 
Except what tends to make him tnily wise. 

And clothe him with a golden vest. 
Eventful is the day's approach to those. 

Who never weighed the subject o'er — 
The hy-gone year hath made its final close. 

And open'd us another door. 
Man enters in with heedless steps, to move 

Or pace the passage to and fro ; 
But seldom lifts his mind to soar above 

Calamities which hasten woe. 
Occasion'd by the past, in full array, 

A phalanx rises wondrous high 
Within his breast, and sounds the battle day. 

Which makes the warrior sob and sigh. 
Farewell, in final, all must bid adieu ! 

To every act of life while here. 
Until the Judge Eternal call review ! 

And then the soldiers re-appear. 
Yon sainted armies of the sky, prepare 

On earth, and must the battle fight ; 
No chance to lose, by faith and mighty prayer 

Through Christy the conquering hero's might. 
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COSMOGONY, 

IN THREE parts: 

Isf, The Rise and Progress of Mature ; 
2nd, The Creation of Man with privilege ; 
3rd, The whole was pronounced very good. 

The sun as he rises in splendid array. 

All nature is gladenM to see 
The progress he makes to the zenith of day : 

A wonder in his perigee^ 

Without the effect thus produced by his rayu. 
All nature, though living, would die, 

In torpitude languish, the whole in a maze. 
And nothing could answer the why ! 

In retrospect glancing, methinks the whole mass,. 

Confused as chaos would lay \ 
Could nature behold now herself in a glass, 

A tribute to something she'd pay. 

As^when in conjunction with heat of the sun. 

All eclat and joyful was she 
To nnd that her business below was begun. 

Majestically active and free. 
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Now^ the light of the sun in paradise shone^ 

As well as on nature around. 
The life-giving touch on the splendouric mom. 

Which open'd the fruits of the ground. 

With all the spontaneous effusion of sweets ; 

The jass'mine, the violet, and rose. 
In full attribution this story repeats : 

All praise to the life-giving cause 1 

Sweet organiz'd matter now lifts up its head. 

Vitality springs in the bower ; 
In every page of creation is read. 

The Author of goodness, with power. 

Those mountains were rais'd, and their ponderous store. 

Reservedly hid in the earth. 
With marks of the wisdom, which knew it before 

His image in man was put forth. 

Yea, the waters collectively mov'd to the sea. 

The vallies and plains did appear 
In order and harmony, lasting to be. 

Until the determinate year. 

When this work was completed and pronounced good. 
By Him who could make nothing vile. 

All His workings throughout He well understood. 
And nature's retort was a smile. 
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SECOND part: 
The Creation of Man with privilege. 

Then^ man was created the image of Him 
Who mo?*d in the midst of the whole^ 

Both upright in person^ and active in limh. 
With option to stand or to fall. 

Material for whom, earth alone was the source 
From whence the grand structure arose. 

So refin'd in its nature, from elements coarse — 
Its heauties I cannot disclose. 

A will he had given, encircl'd within 

The casket so active and free. 
Which held, though suspended, the power to sin ; 

Its test was the fruit of a tree. 

ft 

Th' immortai was plac'd, hy the prime moving cause. 

Within the material frame. 
The image of Him, who at first did propose 

To make man, and honour his name. ^ 

As lord of the forest, the fowl, and the brute. 

The fish of the sea, and the rest. 
At the sound of whose voice, all nature was mute ; 

But one thing, wherewith he was blest. 
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Then^ the dignifi'd touch, so far above all 

The rest of creation beside. 
Sprang double-refin'd ! and she came at his call, 

A help-mate, or beautiful bride. 

Part and parcel of man, with body and mind 

Receiving their laws from above. 
Designing that each to each other prove kind. 

By unity founded in love. 

Ah, the splendouric wisdom, which centr'd in him ! 

Who alone knew the rise and the fall 
Of what was created, reserved for them, 

A something superior to all. 

In himself is the boon, of which man is a part. 

To survive the wreck of the world. 
Securely hid in the seat of his heart. 

Whose mysteries can't be unfnrl'd. 

Though legions of angels he hath at command. 

Yet man is a dignifi'd saint. 
With privilege high, at his Maker's right hand. 

Whose image I never can paint 

Through Christ, the beloved^ who gave himself up. 

In love to retrieve what was lost. 
And paid the price down by his blood in the cup ; 

No mortal could answer the cost 
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Our Brother in frieudship, our Father in love 

Hath joined himself to our race ; 
That we in his chariot he taken aboye> 

T' enjoy all the smiles of his face. 



THIRD part: 
The whole was pronounced very good. 

When man was created, with his loving bride, 
A handsome <young damsel now stood 

That moment in 'which she was took from his side. 
The whole was pronounc'd very good. 

The little word, very, comprises a vast 

Of matter the world never saw ; 
Until six days appear'd, the mould being cast. 

To polish the subjects below. 

Not an if in the truth, to raise a dispute, 

Its verity who can deny ? 
Of beings created, the most in repute. 

Whose quality never can die 

Complete in itself, by the wisdom of God, 

Which shines on the beautiful face 
Of those who obey the dictates of his word. 

And polish*d by permanent grace. 
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The glory oiimtwea, irhose image divine. 

The merit of which we disclaim : 
Though, in the &ir tUvuetare, his gloiy mwst ehine. 

To honour Immcniiers name. 

The reiy minutia he understands. 

Who made the original pure ; 
And purity stUl is the work of his hands. 

Who wickedness cannot endure. 

The folly of man^ to himself when he's left 

Alone, to parade in the hower ! 
His will indicates when of love he's bereft. 

What beauty decays in an hour. 

Yea, one moment destroys the peace of his soul 

Wherein he was happy before ; 
Self-will has upset all the sweets of the bowl. 

Perversion hath ruin'd his store. 

Yet a plan was devis'd by wisdom alone. 

To raise the degenerate race ; 
Man*s privilege is, since Christ did atone. 

To dwell in the light of his face, 

Th' immaculate love of the Lamb, undefined. 
Whose merits shone forth on the tree. 

Where justice and. mercy in one are combined 
To set the whole family ixee 
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From sin^ or poUntioB that gender'd mthifi 

The hreasts of the primitive paib ;. 
Where presumption and pvide at first did begin. 

And man to this day is the hehr. 

Yet his privilege iuhes apacae with the whole. 

To gain more h^r half than he loict} 
-Nor need he zegret the effeets of l^e fall. 

The last Adam coaqser-d tlie first. 



INCENTIVES OF GRATITUDE* 

Oa the ]^aiiets ahow we* have gas'd a idMrt wlrile. 

And dilated a little thereon : 
Let us surve^r the earth, and' parttire ef stE snsle. 

Before that its heauties are gone. 

In spring, see the carpet of gseen»> fT«r spreid 

Beneath the rich canopy high.; 
As soft as silk iseb^ wheivon we <ant Iresd, 

And oxen can feed as they lie. 

Behold the fine herbage they mVii from the eiMnce ! 

While grazing,, or ehewing their evd, 
Will look up on high, as if aslong ft)x more. 

Or grateful for this presettt fbod. 
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The feathered tribe are all active and free^ 

They fly about hither and there ; 
So frisky and lively, will tune up in glee. 

And join the connubial pair. 

As I take a ride out, or walk in the fields. 

Inhaling the sweet morning breeze ; 
Revived thereby, 'tis the best of my meals. 

And well with my system agrees. 

Here in the fair valley, parading awhile. 

Or viewing its beautiful flowers. 
My heart it doth dance, and would iss ue a smile 

At the birds in the musical bowers. 

Each and all seem to know me, a friend to their tribe ^^ 

I never take pistol or gun. 
To mutilate ranks which to comfort subscribe, 

I cannot attach any fun. 

Let me have the principle, " Live and let live," 

That all may in harmony join ; 
And each have a portion of something to give 

To other, far better than coin. 

As the great God of nature is good to mankind. 

The fowls of the air, and the brute. 
Nought that lives, is left short of provision you'll find„ 

Earth teems with abundance of fruit. 
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While summer matures the wiiole for o«r Hse^ 

Ridi aatumn securasF the store ; 
But nothing was ever design'd for alNisey 

Or we must expect it no more« 

Gratitude to the Donor o^ e^wry good. 

The province of privileg'd man ; 
And while he has means- to return it> he diouid ; 
The giver, well knows that joci can. 



THE DIGNITY OF WOMAN ; 
A Noble Manifestation! 

'Tis stated that woman is honour'd ahove 

Man's dignifi'd station on earth ; 
The reason is this : now, the fountain of love, 

Bless'd Maiy, the virgin, hronght forth. 
Then witness the star in the east as a guide 

To sh^herds while tending their flock ; 
And th' angelic host majestic 'llj ride 

To the promised of Abraham's stock t 
Who was nurs'd and foster'd by woman alone. 

Though man was subject to the fall. 
Entrusted she was, with the lamh to atone 

For the sin which fell upon all. 
A dignity higher could never be plac'd / 

On mortals existing below ; 
Although by her deed we at first were disgrac'd, 
o2 
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Hath wisdom appointed it so ? 
That more than was lost by the fall we i^hould gain^ 

What paradise could not afford 
Till then, that our Author, with nature combin'd. 

To raise man to equal his Lord ! 
What a privilege this, that we should engage 

In honour and dignity so ; 
Be it early or late, we all are of age. 

Through Jesus, true wisdom to know. 
I cannot exalt her above her own place. 

For the head is co-partner now, 
Who> with her bright smile, got the tint on his face,. 

Which makes him in lustre to glow. 
Then let all the fair sex in beauty abide. 

And never deny their good man ; 
As she was at first taken out of his side. 

Hell do for her all that he can. 
How happy in love is the man who is blest 

With a partner kind hearted and free ; 
Methinks he's endow'd with a heavenly guest ! 

Hath providence furnished me ? 
Old Zachariah and Elizabeth found. 

While walking quite blameless in love. 
That each by the ties of each other were bound 

To travel ta mansions above. 
Without ostentation or arrogance vile. 

May all thus by unity be ; 
In sweet approbation with heavenly smile. 

And each with each other agree. 
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THE PUPIL, 
Or the Sunday Scholar's gratitude. 

What can I for my teachers do. 
Who train my infant mind. 

That I in youth may learn to know 
My Saviour, ever kind ? 

Such rudiments of grace impart,. 

That I may understand 
The nature of my sinful heart. 

Counter to Grod's command. 

Purport of which is love to him. 
And all that he hath made ; 

Whose wisdom ne'er intended them 
To be inactive laid. 

My teachers tell me I must stir. 
And work while it is day ; 

Not hesitating in demur — 
The labourer shall have pay. 

I in my Lord's grand vineyard mu^. 

Fulfil my humble station ; 
In all my several dealings just; 

While acting in probation. 



J 
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Grateful acknowledgements are due 
To those who spend their time 

In forming facnities anew^ 
Replete with things sublime. 

My youthful days are meying on. 
These precious moments pa«8 

In portions, till th& whole are gone^ 
As sand runs through tbe glass. 

Your anxious eare solicitous. 

That all our actions be ! 
Tending toward the lovely croiss. 

Which gains the crown for me. 

May every effort prove the same^ 
That you with us may ahans 

What JesiBfl punchaft'd, thorougji hi» name 
We have, by faith and prayer. 

In which the teader plants do tfarire. 
And gi*ow and blosacui fair; 

Tis this that keeps the soul alive,. 
Through its Redeemer's care. 

I aoi determin'd thus to show 

My gratitude by love ; 
To form a lovely plant below. 

And bloom in realms above. 
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Where teachers and we all may be 

Transplanted there to g^w. 
In vigorous youths eternally. 

And Jesus ever know. 

Let each maintain a grateful heart. 

For every favour given. 
Nor from thy precepts. Lord, depart^ 

Then all shall land in heaven. 



GRATITUDE, 
The Child of Heaven, 

O Gratitude ! thou heaven-born child. 

Lovely in ev^ry form. 
In thee ! the first creation smiled. 

When nature knew no storm. 

Tranquil and thankfiil is thy breast. 

For every favour given ; 
Where thou art, honoured is the guest. 

And dignin'd in heaven. 

Content, with thee, shall never ceasey 

Be happy ever more ; 
Thy bounty always shall increase^ 

And blessed is thy store. 
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Nothing is wasted of tiie whole. 
Fragments are gathered up 

For those who* casnailjr inaj call. 
With thee to eat and sup. 

lovely child ! may all our race 
Thy patronage possess,^ 

And manifest its smiling face. 
With masks of no distress.. 

Thy first appearance in our world. 
Thus hannoniz*d the whole ! 

And heavenly banners were imfurl'd 
At thy responding call. 

In taeit jay, creation sat; 

Till gratitude arose ; 
Then every orb sprang fortk ecldl. 

And hymn'd ike great first cause. 

The morning slam in daoma sang, 

With echo in vetort^ 
The hills and valli6» smiMng rang 

Music, which miture wrote. 

1 can't conjceive where nan ean \o%e 
His privilege, to give 

Grateful acknowledgements to those 
With whom we move and live ! 
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My meanings with propdety; 

I'll strive to isMie fbiih; 
A man in mean society. 

Depreciates his woirth. 

The debt of lawful gradtade 

Is ev«r paid with eaae> 
And dignifies the altiliade 

Of whom we strive to pletse« 



Delight sits ainiluig^<on the 

Of kind beneficence. 
When all her seeds take tocft and grow- 

The bliss of «aeh enhance. 



NATURE'S RETORT, 
With Gratitude. 

Nature with aniumtioii full. 

Delighted, loudly ealls 
For man's assistance in the pull. 

To stretch between the poles. 

Or thus contribvte to tbe praise 
Of him who spake iho word : 

Let there be light with length of days- 
This sound ail nature liearpd. % 
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See ! Madam LxmtL, in the lush of the night ; 

The powerful effort she makes ! 
When the stare are all shining in lustre^ so bright. 

Her part in the splendour she takes. 

Sometimes just a side peep will cast on us all ; 

Anon, too, will show her broad hce : 
So splendid and beautiful is the big ball, 

Astomshing all Adam's race. 

Majesticllj marching throughout her domains. 

And luminous in her degree. 
Alternately moving, she waxes and wanes. 

Most nobly in her apogee. 

Now, all this displays the omnipotent might 

Of Him, who ordained the same 
To rule thus in order, by day and by night. 

Whose wisdom I cannot but name. 

Then glance at the waters, so due in theii: place. 

The mariner stands in surprise ! 
Having figures to count, and compass to trace 

His distance between earth and skies. 

By a polar survey, in the tropics he rides. 
With Sol, though for thousands of years. 

Hath tr^yers'd the world with wonderful strides. 
And lijghted the two hemispheres. 
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In twenty-four hours his day's work is ended 

In both, to which he was sent. 
To give light and heat, so equally blended. 

To all, with the purest intent. 

Still onward he goes to the extreme of time, 

While mortals exist on the earth ; 
Majestic'lly whirling the chariot sublime. 

With riches of eminent worth. 

And all for the usq of brare man, with his bride. 

So honour'd and privileg'd he ; 
Although he's a noble ; with her by his side. 

Through Jesus ! more dignifi'd she. 



THE FRUITS OF THE EARTH, 



Through Christ's redeeming love we dtaw 

The sweets of every fruit : 
Our life and strength to him we owe. 

Who doth the same recruit. 

The staff of lifoi or bread, wherdby 
Man's heart is made so strong. 

Obtains its mission from on high, 
And does to him bdong. 
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The luscious fig, the melting peach. 

The musky apricot. 
Are all within his power to f each ; 

Enjoyment is his lot. 

The honeysuckle's sweetness too. 
With ev'iy shrub and plant, 

Contributaiy health bestow. 
Upon the feeblest saint. 

The juices which refresh us, when 

Our fainting bodies feel 
A need to be revived, then 

Their virtue is to heal. 

This warrant they have from on high. 
The Saviour grants to such 

As ever on his truth rely. 
Nor can they ask too much. 

By thoughts of which my heart doth beat 

In thankfulness apace. 
Congratulations to repeat. 

To those who use his grace. 

In tacit tone creation speaks. 

And every limpid stream 
Bears language, yea, the ocean seeks 

To merit man's esteem. 
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Transfused is every comfort we 
Receive from nature's store : 

And all we have is granted free : 
Could nature's God do more ? 



THE PHILOSOPHY OF VEGETATION. 

Transmitted to mankind are all 

The benefits we reap ; 
From true beneficence thef fall 

Prodigious, wake or ileep. 
And yet, distill'd as bahny dew. 

Are all the sweets we draw. 
To renovate, or make anew. 

Our nature while below. 
The moisture of the earth so free, 

'Mid circumambient air. 
Passing through strainers to the tree. 

The shrub, and plantain fiur. 
The lily and the roses flush. 

Alike obtain their tint 
From nature's sweet and modest blush. 

With strongest marks in print. 
Dispos'd within pellucid stems. 

Or in the tubular stock. 
Where winds at large revive the gems. 

And cause the trees to rock. 
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« 

No tinseird vague or tunic dress^ 

Could e'er adorn the bride 
Designed perennial to progress. 

Coeval wind and tide. 
Astonishing ! those wonders in 

The vegetable world. 
Producing beauties, without sin. 

So gracefully unfurl'd. 
While Sol's bright rays, in splendour dart 

Upon terrestrial things ; 
Reviv'd is every grateful heart. 

When Philomela sings. 
The true philosophy of this. 

Their Author understands. 
Who can't the smallest object miss. 

For He ! the whole commands. 



INGRATITUDE, 

The Arch-Fiend of Hell 

Ingratitude ! thou horrid brute. 
What can withstand thy force ? 

Nothing, however grand can suit 
Thy appetite so coarse. 
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I've witness'd in a house where ten 

In family reside. 
Vast charities were taken, when 

Distress would not subside. 

The more we took, the less they had, 
. Of things that useful were ; 
To see the same my heart was sad, 
And all for want of care. 

Without the least return of thanks. 

For what they had receiv'd ; 
When I beheld such dirty pranks. 

My heart with pain was griev'd. 

The good things which kind friends had sent. 

Were squander'd on the floor ; 
Good-will on such is vainly spent. 

Or worse than shut to door. 

Sickness and poverty came in. 

This wild unseemly pair, 
Occasion'd by the horrid sin. 

Which good-will cannot bear. 

Ingratitude, for clothes and food, 

Issu'd with answer rough, 
Evil they spake against the good. 

And never got enough. 



92 Wright's poBMs. 

Though one kind friend, a sovereign bright 
Laid out in clothes and meat. 

Those ejes beheld the lovely sight. 
Benevolence complete. 

Parochial aid was freely given. 

Presents on eveiy side. 
Which only needed thanks to heaven. 

For what Christ did provide. 

Hungry, and not to eat with thanks; 

Naked, and wont be clad ; 
Are wretches of the lower ranks. 

And worse than merely mad. 

Ingratitude ! the basest thing 
Which can possess your breast. 

Twill poverty and sickness bring, 
And lodge with the distress'd. 

Let me advise, a thankful heart 

In whatsoever state. 
Then, poverty will soon depart. 

And you be nohly great. 
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THE STANDARD OF POETIC MUSE. 

Hail, honoured bard, whose hallow'dlips divine shoot forth 
In springs of holy fire, to sound creation's birth. 
When darksome chaos lost her dreary midnight form, 
A solemn silence reign'd, and hush*d was every storm ; 
Then move-elation seiz'd the wheels of infant tirne^ 
And roird our vari'd planets forth, in songs sublime. 
Ten thousand million orbs, most beautiful and fair. 
Appear in vocal strains, 'mid circumambient air ! 
The morning stars rejoic'd, to see the splendid rise 
Of all the universe, form'd by the only wise. 
Behold ! the spangl'd arch, and hear the vocal fire. 
Ye intellectual bards ! and science now admire. 
The brilliant orb of day, so pure, majestic rides 
Upon the golden wings of time, with rapid strides; 
Long as the world shall stand, doth he his march maintain. 
While Luna cuts her periods short, and starts again. 
*Mid this sublimity on wheels, sat nature's bard. 
Where nothing in the world his progress could retard. 
In silvery dress he moves and whirls his splendid car. 
Nor mortals e'er control with implements of war : 
While he who fonn'd the whole in sweet harmonic strain. 
Beheld the lovely sight and bade it still remain. 
Infinite wisdom thus, whose will alone commands. 
With intellect unbounded, surely understands 
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The work he's wrought, in all magnificence and power ; 
Then what presumption dare or can this standard lower P 
Ah ! great Jehovah ! let thy hallow'd fire possess 
My open heart, nor cool within the bard's recess : 
Take now the pen, inspir'd by thee to use, 
Atid ewer in the truth delight ; sing heavenly muse ! 



WEALTH, HONOUR, AND DIGNITY. 

If wealth be talent, as no doubt 

The same we do possess. 
The rich will turn themselves about. 

To make their store no less. 
All now are anxious, and will strive 

T' improve their owner's treasure. 
To them entrusted, who shall thrive 

With interest and with pleasure. 
As each and all are moving in 

The large industrious bulk. 
We do consider it a sin 

Behind the hedge to skulk. 
The rich, and likewise all the poor. 

United in the same. 
Will truly see the opening door. 

And bring us out with fame. 
It us'd to be when minds were low. 

And pockets happen fulL 
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With feeble head they made a show« 

Under a thickish skull ; 
But now they seem inclin'd to use 

And ornament their brains^ 
Nor do they seek the least excuse. 

Improvement is their gains. 
All heads in Europe seem to be 

United hand in hand ; 
Prince Albert brought them cross the sea. 

To feast on British land. 
A blessing this has prov'd, and shows 

A noble, princely mind ! 
The cup of friendship overflows. 

And must its level find. 
A simultaneous stroke to war. 

Which shall for ever cease ; 
For sure we've got the morning star. 

Conducting us to peace. 
The Queen of Sheba* said, " Behold ! '* 

When she obtained the sight 
Of what is better far than gold. 

Wisdom, in honour bright. 
But what of this, all nations are 

Astonished here to see. 
The universe sat in the car ! 

Travelling together free. 
Our British Queen, and Albert brave. 

In unanimity, 

* 2 Chronicles, ix. 
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Detest the trammels of the slave, 

By land or on the sea. 
With due respect and honour, I 

Make use of those I name 
As instruments, and tell you why 

Only regard the same. 
Beneath the King of kings alone. 

Her Majesty doth reign. 
Who occupies the British throne : 

Thus honoured is the Queen. 
With household healthy, blythe, and gay. 

And in the fear of God 
Are truly nurtur'd every day. 

Watching his signal nod. 
Then I prognosticate, and must 

My duty here fulfil ; 
The family shall hold their trust,* 

By God's appointed will. 
May all their subjects patronise 

Example thus set forth ; 
Attend the dictates of the wise. 

To know and prove their worth. 
No nation under heaven was 

More blest than is our isle ! 
With true prosperity it has 

Jehovah's lovely smile. 
To whom all praise is justly due. 

Salvation let us sing, 

* Psalm cxxxii, 11. 
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To him who makes the soul anew. 

Our Saviour, Prince, and King. 
That when our latest daj is here. 

And on the verge of time. 
We see the son of man appear 

In radiance most suhlime. 
And hear his charming, lovely voice. 

In plaudit thus. Well done ! 
Ye are the objects of my choice. 

The victory you have won. 
Come, enter in, and freely take 

Of all my blessed store ; 
Thrice happy, you, for Jesu's sake. 

Are blest for evermore. 



AN INTERLOCUTION. 

A LAUREL IN THE CROWN OF ROYALTY. 

Your Royal Highness, I advance. 
My brother and my friend ; 

Can aught on earth our bliss enhance — 
Or, shall our pleasures end ? 

Sister, though you're a lady born. 

And I an honour d Prince ; 
You may be of your beauty shorn, 

Or I dethroned at once ! 
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God*s providence is in the way^ 
To whom we must suhmit; 

And own his universal sway. 
Who gave us holy writ. 

The truths of which so well I'm taught. 

And firmly do believe 
That Jesus Christ my freedom bought. 

And will his own receive. 

Receive ! my brother, — what ! receive 

Both you and I at last — 
And our kind parents thus bereave. 

Before their time is past ? 

no, my sister, that is not 

What I would indicate ! 
High royalty assign'd the lot 

They hold in present state. 

Yes, brother, now I understand. 
And comprehend the whole ; 

As Princes rule by God's command. 
They must obey his call. 

Ah ! would to him who gave the trust. 
And bade us use the same. 

All patroniz'd the statement just. 
In honour of his name. 
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Brother, I read that Queens shall be, 

To Christ's most lovely church, 
Oood nursing-mothers,* kind and free 

To all who honour such. 

My sister, I am glad to hear 

You cite the pleasing fact ; 
I read likewise the passage clear. 

Kings have their part to act. 

A nobler office none can hold. 

On earth, or high above ; 
So dignifi'd, 'twas never told. 

Offspring of perfect love. 

That's princely language, I must say. 

Beyond conceptive power : 
The morning doth precede the day. 

The bud, and then the flower. 

Most certainly ! I'd have the world 

Enjoy the light, and see 
The banner which is now unfurl'd. 

To grace posterity. 

Such philanthropic views you have. 

My heart would dance and sing. 
Long live the Queen, who wills the slave 

A freedom with the King. 

• Itaiah xlix, 28. 
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Well, brother, fchis is nobly grand. 
Your mind is stretched so far ; 

It reaches to yon foreign land. 
Bright as the morning star ! 

The Sun of righteousness hath shone 

Within the same so clear, 
Methinks the Prince for this was bom> 

To bring the exile near. 

But Christ, the Prince of peace, hath this 

Most splendid work to do. 
And grant all nations light and bliss. 

With free saltation too^ 

Perfectly right — I'm sure you are. 
And glad you know the way. 

For Christ the bright and morning star. 
Shall turn our night tb day. 

Yes,. Jestt's love and mercy kind, 

Inrites without delay. 
The world to him, who cures the blind. 

By making use of clay. 

You're right again, and we as such. 

Are privileged to be — 
The honoured pillars in his churchy 

To prop the fruitful tree. 
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I see the bud and blossom fair. 

First fruits are gather*d in. 
The vineyard^s in the dresser's care ; 

He'll root out every sin. 

YouVe balanced well the golden ball, 

111 toss it far and wide. 
For he who doth all nations call. 

Commands both wind and tide. 

Then blow ye breezes, free and fair. 

Our vessel's on the ocean. 
Never to halt till landed where 

We reap our heavenly portion. 

There ! crowns of honour never fade. 

Nor beauty e'er decay. 
Which Christ, the Prince of glory, made 

For one eternal day. 



EVOLUTIONS OF THE POET'S MIND. 

We bless the Poet who distributes 

In ecstasy of soul ; 
Of his felicity contributes. 

To fill his neighbour's bowl, 
1% 
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And yet his own is ever fiill 

Of sweets, in large effusion ! 
Nor is he ever void, or null 

Of store, without delusion. 
Methinks the fountain must be sweet. 

Whence all his musings flow ; 
The tide of which he moves jto meet. 

And rides through all below. 
Nay ! far beyond terrestrial things. 

Gigantic mind doth soar. 
And tow'r aloft on eagles' wings. 

When by its author bore. 
Developement of which no eye 

Of mortal ever saw ; 
Remotest distance bringing nigh. 

Which might for ages go. 
And never comprehended be. 

By those ocular gents. 
Only believing what they see. 

Or what the same presents : 
Who live by sight, and not by faith. 

Nor can they &thom more 
Than what they call their solid graith. 

Riches, or gold in store. 
Though, when departing hence, they leave 

Whatever they may possess. 
To those for whom they never grieve. 

But glad they ve got the mess. 
On which to feed their inclination. 
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And raise their honour high. 
Until the postic declination 

Speaks loudly. Thou must die. 
Mark ! all the shadows of the earth 

Must quickly pass away ; 
And nought survive but sterling worth. 

Which never shall decay. 
The soul imbtt'd with love divine. 

Reality alone ! 
Shall in its author's image shine. 

For which the man was bom. 
Then faith's grand realizing pow'r 

Shall terminate in sight ; 
And hope, in full fruition, show'r 

The permanent delight. 
Let not the the mean contracted mind 

Curtail its own estate; 
While man by vigilance may ^nd 

The key to heaven's gate. 
And enter in to solid peace. 

Contented with his store 
While here, and when this life shall cease. 

Be happy evermore. 
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DIGNITY. 

Your frowns I dread not^ nor your smiles caress ; 
Your wealth I want not, and your honour less : 
Let me enjoy the n^ne-objected good. 
At home my basket, its contents my food. , 



A GOOD MAXIM. 

Would factious men their wrath delay. 
They'd ne'er have passion's debt to pay ; 
By which when barking dogs would bite. 
You stop their mouths, they cannot fight. 



A SINGLE THOUGHT BY A FARMER. 

If ought on earth can be advanc'd to give 
The present audience lasting pleasure. 

It must be riddl'd through the finest sieve. 

Not press'd, screen'd well, and in good measure. 
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INTERLOCUTION 
Between the Christianas Friend, and a Lady, 

SECOND PART. 

Now the morning is sweet, and my song 111 repeat, 

"We've met in a beautiful park ; 
Of this you and me can not but agree. 

Our meeting is not in the dark." 

"You're rather too soon, sir, I have'nt got dress'd. 

Excuse me, I pray; my old friend, 
I wanted to shew what I am in my best. 

When I'm ready, for you I wiD send." 

" IVe knock'd at your door, and I've seen you before, 

I know well how handsome you are ; 
Though the day be so fine, I must mark you as mine, 

I think we can now make a pair." 

" O ! you naughty old man, with all your locks grey. 

Your impudence I cannot waive ; 
You may have been smart in the prime of your day. 

But now you are fit for the grave." 
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" Full right you have said, that alone is my bed. 

And you shall be there by and by ; 
In the midst of your flout, though, I'll hear you out^ 

The living know well they must die." 

** Don't you see my grand park, sir, and mansion, behold ! 

How nobly I'm situate here. 
Surrounded with splendour, 'mid silver and gold, 

I inherit ten thousand a year. 

'' I've horses and chariots, with servants at hand. 

Yea, vineyards and every fruit. 
With music-attendants, and all at command. 

Your reverence ought to be mute." 

" I *ve heard what you've said, and bbserv'd how you've fed 

On riches and splendouric fare ; 
Yea, wines on the lees, which you take as you please. 

But all this is empty as air. 

" You've liv'd to yourself, made a god of your pelf, 

A share you had not for the poor ; 
All you have, you must quit, no longer to sit 

And bar the most needy to door. 

" Not a word more I'll have, you shall go to the grave. 

And cross the dark valley between ; 
The grim monster death must now stop your breath. 

And then you will know what I mean." 
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Her head has now sank, and her cheeks turned pale, 

The conqueror's just cast his dart. 
Direct to the point where he never could fail. 

Deep lodg'd in the fair lady's heart. 

MORAL. 

Through Jesus our friend, we conquer the foe. 

Death itself is a happy release; 
By faith in the Lamh, so truly we know. 

The Christian hath ended in peace. 



THE INEXHAUSTIBLE FOUNTAIN, 

In Three Parts, 

PART FIRST. 

Parnassus' streams are spreading far 

And wide along the vale. 
Translucent as the morning star, 

Propell'd in every gale. 
Though ruffling winds disturb her peace. 

And fain would stem the tide. 
The muse's flush can never cease. 

Until the fountain's diy'd. 
The Bard is at the fountain head. 

From whence he draws supply. 
And there he spins the golden thread. 

With ne'er a knot to tie. 



J 
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Yon streams which flow tfaerefrom he sees. 

Their waters run apace. 
And wafted by the zephyr's breeze. 

Their limpid nerves to brace. 
Nor does he pilfer from the streams 

Thus emanating thence ; 
Into his bowl the fountain teems. 

Whose work is to dispense. 
Nor can he dare to rob mankind 

By mutilative strokes. 
But rather would he lead the blind 

Along his flowery walks. 
That such may hear the rippling stream, 

Which through the centre flows. 
Then take what merits their esteem. 

And in the garden grows. 
Where mind and body must unite. 

And both participate 
In every tiling which can delight 

The soul in happy state. 
Methinks the muse on which I treat. 

The source of much content. 
Will often make the bitter sweet. 

And every good present. 
Sweet music to the heart and mind. 

For this world and the next. 
Can never fully be defin'd. 

Remember now my text. 
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PART ffSeOVD. 

The introduetion you have got, 

I'll now ftdTftnee t^e store. 
They who will follow to the spot. 

May drink for evermore. 
Where then shall I begin to tell 

Of what the christian knows P 
Whose blessings are unspeakable ; 

The fountain overflows ! 
Refreshing streams of grace divine. 

He now obtains below ; 
But if he'd be a light to shine. 

Must to the fountain go. 
And thence derive both light and heat. 

Which emanate alone 
From Christ, whom God did name and greet. 

His well-bdoved Son. 
And now all fulness in him dwells, 

He bids us each partake, 
And every empty vessel fills. 

For his own precious sake. 
Of what material can you boast. 

Nothing have we to bring; 
Only accept the Holy Ghost, 

To reign both Priest and King ; 
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And never borrow of mankind. 

Each for himself prepare. 
Then treasur't up in heart and mind. 

For none have aught to spare. 
The righteous will require the whole 

Of what their ves^s hold ; 
Be ready for the bridegroom's call. 

Remember you were told. 



PART THIRD. 

Pray tell me Sivhence this fountain rose. 

And make me wondrous wise ; 
If thou canst now the same disclose, 

'Twill open both my eyes. 
Presumptive man ! remember this. 

In paradise were plac'd 
The pair enjoying heavenly bliss. 

Whom knowledge then disgrac'd. 
The secret councils of the Lord, 

To him alone are known. 
Secured by the three-fold cord. 

Which makes the world his own. 
God came from Teman, in his car. 

And from Mount Paran He ! 
The Holy One, the Morning Star — 

Bounding eternity. 
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Now^ if thou cannot understand 

The meaning of the phrase ! 
Let this suffice, to see his hand. 

The Ancient e'er of days. 
Be emulous to know his name 

Is written on thy heart ; 
True wisdom then will fan the flame. 

Which never shall depart. 
This wonderful enigma hlends 

Itself in language plain; 
Although the subject never ends. 

Ten thousand yet remain. 
Then, if so many there shall be. 

For every one a share. 
And each to be a fruitful tree. 

What produce must they bear ? 
And then again , the fruit of such. 

The seed of every one. 
Augmenting to so high a touch. 

All calculation's gone. 
Fly to the fount for your supply. 

Oceans of boundless love 
Remain, where bliss can never die. 

In realms of light above. 
Which must unto its source return. 

Increasing thus the store; 
In lustre and in splendour burn. 

To shine for evennore. 
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INTRODUCTION 

TO THE 

FOUR STAGES OF HUMAN LIFE, 

OB THE PERENNIAL MOVE; 

DBSIGITATED, 

L— THE SPRING-COTTAGE, 
2.— THE SUMMER-HOUSE, 
8.— THE AUTUMNAL-RETREAT, 
4.— THE WINTER-CASTLE. 



In oontemplatiag the vaErions topics in nature relative to the weal 
of man, nothing seems to Ibe more admirably striking than the 
revolntion of the seasons, being analagons to hnman lifle, bearing 
inoontestible endenee of man's progvession, naturally inducing 
the enquiry, what in ? I answer, as it regards our mortal part ; 
in and through time; but as it bears on the immortal, eternity 
alone can tell, without one period in it. The vicissitudes of time* 
relative to the life of man, may not unaptly be compared to one 
year, wherein is every convenience to facilitate the purpose for 
which he was nobly created ; but mark ! just as we use the means 
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or talent giveD, according to our works shall be our reward.* On 
this stage of life, each must act his own allotted part, and then 
eternity shall test and fully recompense the whole. 

Nor is it he who has the highest or the lowest part to act, who 
will be most honoured when his Master comes; hut he who acts 
his part the best : " They who honour me, I will honour ; but tliey 
who despise me, shall be lightly esteemed,** saith the Bedeemer ; 
hence the injunction of the prophet: " l^et thine house in order." 

The body is the house wherein exists the soul, which is the 
tenant occupying the same, with small or large capacity, as Ood 
in wisdom hath assigned to each ; the furniture of which requires, 
the nicest choice, and our most strict attention, to keep the house 
in order, wherein consists our happiness and comfort here in time, 
and in the world to come. Let a sense of the unutterable dignity 
of our Autkor, together with his love made manifest in the un- 
speakable gift of Jesus, incite us to regard him with sentiments of 
the most profound veneration, where'er our residence may be, iu 
palitce or in cot. 



Ghbistiah Fbxbnds, 

Before you commence the reading of tliose several stages succeed- 
ing, I adjure you humbly to solicit the opening key of him who 
alone possesses the treasure, that you may realize with your Author 
the good designed. 



Bomans, ii. 6. 
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I,— THE SPRING-COTTAGE. 

The verdant meedows deck'd with fragrant flowers, 

shed foorth their sweet perfume, by lovely zeph3rrs wafted, 

and with their mild caressing breath, invite the resident 

within the cot to take his morning walk, where he can 

contemplate with sentiment refin'd, and view the works 

of God> 'mid all the splendour and magnificence of 

Springy with carpet green beneath his feet, and azure 

canopy above his head, without one seam oi joint ! while 

thus between, in circumambient air, the busy tribes of 

the ephemeral race engage in sportive play, and in the 

neighbouring ^oves the feather*d choir shoot forth in 

sweet melodious strains, the rural song : regal'd is every 

sense, his soul is quite delighted, while thus he finds 

himself at leisure, now feeds his mental powers with 

fruit which no terraqueous matter can produce ; though 

sweet assistance lend, no sensuality can these supply, 

nor 'mortals give or take away, or yet conceive the comfort 

he enjoys ; while .moving in the solitary lawn, his heart 

beats high with grand emotions blest, his soul now soars 

aloft above terrestrial things, in company with all the 

peaceful heart can wish. While nature thus in tacit 

language speaks, ^' 'tis all divine,'* he thinks and acts 

where no complaints are made, contentment fills his 

soul. Thus, the highest regions of an intellect so well 
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refi&'d by grace, as here display *d, are stor*d with rich 
delights ; true happiness is there 1 nor can he be asham'd 
to call the boon his owd, and publish to the world the 
joy he foeh. His «nly wish remaining is, that all man- 
kind may feel the same, and thus experience, in the 
spring of life, the sweets of love divine.^ Ah ! soul- 
inspiring thought : can aught on earth disturb the calm 
serenity he feels ? when love's the centre of hia soul, 
then every act of life corroborates the same ; and speaks 
aloud the dignity and privilege of man, above the low, 
though fascinating charm of men and things. Here sits he 
loose to all their vain attractions; nor does he envy. 
kings, though dignifi'd with power; nor yet the high 
nobility, with pomp and spl^idid pageantry, apart from 
his sweet humble cottage, just fitted to his taste, where 
he can thus expatiate, with all the apparatus round his 
eot, on Nature and Divinity; while his free soul is 
plum'd on eagles* wings, to fly anon to mansions of 
eternal bliss, and taste the joys abdve* There> view 
bi» final home ! where all is harmony and love^ which 
now he cherishes within his soul ; preparing here for 
that unique, delightful, and transporting joy, the full 
extent of which no mortal eye hath.seen, nor ear heard, 
nor tongue describ'd, or heart conceived, and only 
those shall know who do believe. But mark ! in springs 
Ume of your life begin, and in a corresponding strain 
move on, while all the powers of body and of mind are 
fresh, with active limb, by crimson current flowing 
through the veins in limpid streams, diffnnng health 

* Ecclesiastes xii, 1. 
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and vigour, now raise the superstructure high, on that 
foundation which is laid for all to build upon. Then, 
when the cottage is complete, be ready for the summer- 
house ; or thus, to take your exit to your final home, 
where you shall realize, in grand fruition, the whole of 
which can ne'er exhausted be, nor satiate the soul ; 



where Christ, the Lamb of God, shall be, to dignify the 
same with light; and life, and glory yet unknown. 



2.— THE SUMMER-HOUSE. 

Remov'd from youth to middle life, the man, in high 
responsibility, now finds himself a master, in marriage 
state, whose much-lov'd family around his circle sat, 
together with his faithful and trust- worthy wife» the 
darling of his bosom, and joint companion of his ripen- 
ed years, in weal 6r woe, who S3rmpathizes with him in 
distress, or, with the sparkling eye, beams forth the 
joyful eclat in prosperity ; and then the summer-house 
looks gay ; yet he, amid the bustle of the world, starts 
off with manly courage, striving to do his best, deter- 
mined thus to keep the house in comfort ; while friends, 
or those afifected, with high congratulations, compliment 
his state, and this with real, or with vamish'd mimic 
grace. But he, with prowess of the most athletic man, 
champion-like, here boldly stands, aud says, " My time 
is not. my own to waste : the day is on, in which I must 
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be stirring." Then^ seizing hold of truth, he moves 
along; and thus behold^ the mid-day sun, shooting 
forth its lovely rays, beaming with light and heat reful* 
gent. Now anxious he, while all the fields are smiling 
round, in verdure clad, whose flocks and herds on him 
dependent are; and as he does to them, do they to 
him. Thus bustling stirs himself, while day is on ; for 
in a short prospective glance, he views the evening 
come ; knowing that in the mom his seed was sown, 
and now is blest of God, to whom he looks for his sap* 
port. Thus, with the honoured privilege to work with 
him, his house ^ is kept secure, with all he has, from 
want or harm. Thus, in the way of duty, have where- 
with to serve his turn below, reflecting honour on his 
gracious benefactor, high above. Although the vari'd, 
chequered scenes through which he has to pass, may 
oft perplex his mind, with aching heart and weary limb, 
doth to his house resort, wherein he finds his own do- 
mestic peace, with family at home, where he enjoys 
communion sweet with whom he loves, who anxious are 
to serve his every want, and make his bliss complete. 
Then he reclines into his timely rest; from whence 
arising in the mom, starts off again to work. The day 
is up ; and he, with balmy sleep refresh 'd, in health 
and strength pursues his way : or still keeps plodding 
on, to gather in the fruit matur'd, and thus secure pro- 
vision for ** the time of need," against a rainy day, or 
winter's storm, nor spends the summer's day in vain ; 

assured of this, that if the Lord prolongs his life to hoary 

* Psalm ixxi, 3. 
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Ige, he cannot always work ; nor would he wish to spend 
his venerable years or days in drudgery, or be beholden to 
his friends, him to support, for this would mar his peace. 
Hence the grand, praise- worthy, and nobly independent 
principle within, propels him on to mind his own afiairs, 
and leave the world to wag. Me thinks were all to do 
the same, how happy should we be, nor anxious for to 
grasp the world, but use and not abuse — each act his 
part so well; and thus enjoy the privilege of man, 
" designed by his Maker," on whose behalf his way 
pursues, knowing this residency is not his final home ; 
the furniture of which, he must preserve unsulli'd till 
the eve of day ; nay more ! and polish in the Summer 
House. Thus to enhance its worth when time shall end, 
well fitted for that House above, which eye hath never 
seen, nor can I here describe. 

The House above is quite complete. 

Prepare in time to take thy seat. 



3.— THE AUTUMNAL-RETREAT. 

The auburn picture ! lovely autumn, now presents 
the mildest scene of human life ; though, long before 
the foliage drops, to grace the ground on which the 
Christian treads, his lovely harp is sweetly tun'd, and 
nobly strung, to sound the praise of his Creator. Be- 
hold him lift his honoured head, crown'd with those 
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silvery locks* which grace the venerable sire, by age 
inatur'd, who from the busy world retires to his be- 
lov*d retreat, where he can sit at ease, in sweet reflec- 
tion take the retrospective glance, the present and t)ie 
future too ; while in his peaceful bosom here, emotions 
rise vwith warmest gratitude to God. Then lifts his 
wistful eye to heaven ; and, with astonishment, per- 
ceives the hand diving stretched out, to lend assistance 
yet ; and bids him come to his embrace, who, mid the 
vast intricacies of human life, hath thus far led him 
through,! though evanescent was the scene, and turbu- 
lent at times. Here now he sits, with no relentings in 
his breast, to mar, or yet disturb the sweet and lovely 
calm serenity he feels. Methinks the man, thus bind- 
ing up his sheaves, stands ready for the call of " Har- 
vest-home ; and waiting now his author's signal nod, 
with thankful reciprocity, he joyful leaps the bounds of 
time : when this is given, then gladly takes his final 
seat in heaven. Ah, blessed state ! thrice happy he, 
who thus matur'd shines. A light he holds to all pos- 
terity. Thus, when he dies he lives ; and speaks with 
all the taciturnity of soul, where matter can't exist; 
and then, in vocal strains, shall spread throughout the 
world : but in his lone retreat we find him yet engag'd 
in sweetest labour, and as a scribe transmits the fruits 
to us. 

His heart beats high in praises to his God, the guide 
of youth, the strength of manhood, the support in de- 
clining years, the staff of old age, the soother of a dying 
* Wright's third work, page 159. f Exodas xvi. 
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moment, and the portion of the just in a better world 
for ever: nor is his soul at all disturb'd, to see the 
falling leaf from off the tree whereon the lovely fhiit 
hath grown, which thus more visibly is seen, the varie- 
gated amber tints of which all shine in lustre so, my 
pen can not describe. Thence does he cull to his own 
taste, from off the noble stock, the whole he doth require 
in his belov*d abode : ah ! calm retreat ! serenity per- 
vades the whole : although in spring, sweet Philomela 
sang to cheer his youthful day, and in the summer 
months of manhood's noble strength, with power in 
active life engag'd ; yet, now in autumn while the birds 
are mute, and his own wonted strength may fail, he 
holds within his breast " the power to live," with hands 
uplifted, and with grateful accent, breathes the love he 
feels, to him who gave his son, his only son ! to save a 
fallen race, and raise to highest dignity the man he 
made, to enjoy the world we see so beautiful and fair ; 
and then in virtue of the highest dignity in heaven, by 
strict attention to our Author's just and good command, 
to shine far brighter than the light of day, beyond the 
power of man to name. Let this suffice, that as his 
Maker is, *' the King of kings above," so he shall then 
appear, and in yon bright celestial abode, for ever dwell, 
where all is harmony, and peace, and joy; there to 
retreat ! where not one jarring sound is heard to mar the 
finest feelings of the saints at home — Sing on my muse ! 
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4.— THE WINTER CASTLE.* 

The Winter Castle thus, is built of good and firm 
material which nothing can destroy : the man who hath 
thi» residence his own^ is sure and safe^ though tempests 
howl, and boisterous winds may blow without, thus 
threatening to overwhelm his dome ; yet is he safe within, 
and in composure sits or stands secure above the whole, 
and at their rage he smiles, with all his family at home, 
so happy and secure, where true enjoyment reigns ! 
The lovely scenes through which he pass'd before, in 
all their rich variety, no more attract his eye, the rip- 
pling rill, the undulating stream, the music of the grove, 
the towering mountains, and the landscape fair, with all 
the lovely, sweet, and balmy zephyrs of the spring ; nor 
yet the flowery meads, or daisid hilJ, with cattle 
grazing on its herbage sweet; the animalculae, the 
ephemera, or the insect tribe, flirting in the elements 
around, or on the green and lovely spires, which towering 
rise, wafted by the summer breeze — they cling, and ride, 
or bask in this their slight abode, and thus enjoy the 
sunny day, which giitters, fades, and disappears. He 
looks beyond the shade, whose autumn crowns the 
whole : these thus described in evanescent form, though 
beautiful, shall soon decay, and withering die. While 

• Book of Common Prayer : Psalm cxliv. 2. ; Psalm Ixxi. 2 ; 
Psalm xxxi. d, 4. 

L 
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gazing on the vast variety^ though vain, he fanci'd this 
or that ; but nothing in the world could serve to baild 
his Castle firm^ until he found the stone, the sure foun- 
dation stone ! in Zion laid, by that Almighty hand which 
formed the universe,^ and made the liquid bed, then 
plac'd the solid ground upon the watery deep, and by 
his nod, or finger's touch, thus mov*d the whole. The 
christian, while in time, doth cull and gather up the 
grand unique materials to build the superstructure, 
composed of polish'd stones, fit for. the Master's use ; 
and then the top stone is brought on, and fix'd to crown 
the same, with shouts of grace, free grace unto it. 
High and exalted is he now, above both men and things ; 
although in time, stem winter's blast may blow, and 
mighty torrents roll, thus threatening to o'erwhelm the 
man ; yet in his Castle fortifi'd, secure is he, and nothing 
can offend, much less destroy, his peace of mind. The 
soul, the happy soul, is worth ten thousand worlds, and 
is it now at home ? Ah ! dignified estate ! unmov'd it 
stands in Christ ; and thus shall it survive the rack of 
matter, and the crash of worlds ; the word alone of whose 
most noble Architect, is firmer than the pillars which 
support heaven's vast domain. Then, if His word be 
such; how wonderful His work! Although the minor 
instruments lie uses are but clay; yet, tempered by 
Omnipotence, who by His agents equal power sets on 
the seal — each honour'd stand, cut out, well suited to 
its place for which design'd, by Him who form'd the 
wondrous plan, and doth complete the whole. " Alpha 
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and Omega He ! the first likewise the last." Shall I 
then from the mountain top, behold the noble structure 
crown'd with shoiits of grace unto it ? *mid bright survey 
of tfU th* angelic throng. My building is of God, a 
house^ not made ynth human hands, eternal in the sky. 
The wintery blasts of death ! kill not the buds of virtue ! 
no, they blossom as the rose, diffusing thus their sweets, 
and spread beneath the heavenly beams of brighter 
suns, through endless ages, into nobler powers, where 
all the dignities of heaven shall shine and flourish in 
immortal youth, and stud the crown of Him, for whom 
all things were made. .Thus all subserve the siune 
intent: then Christ shall finally coUect his own, and 
land them safe at home, for he my Castle is, and house 
of sure defence. 



THIS LARGE ESTATE— IS ALL MY OWN!!! 

\- 

'* The gold and silver all are mine. 

The cattle on a thousand hills," f 
Said he, who made the sun to shine. 

And all this big creation fills. 
For, whom ho will, he doth exalt. 

And whom he will, he casteth down ; 
Then who can charge him with a fault. 

Who uses nothing but his own ? 
« 2 Oormthiuis, v. f Psalm 50, 10, 12. Ditto zxiv, 1. 
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Bat ah ! say you, and we the same 

Can likewise use what is our own ; 
And who can charge on us the hlame. 

For what is understood and known P 
Poor man ! who thus thyself would make 

Coequal with almighty power ; 
Remember now thy grand mistake. 

And then thy bold presumption lower. 
' Tis he, the owner of the world. 

And all the goods which it contains ; 
The truth of which himself unfurl'd ; 

Then what for thee, poor man, remains P 
What canst thou use and call thine own P 

Thou canst not claim thyself alone— 
This statement is in truth made known, 

Christ did for all mankind atone. 
But have I nothing in the whole 

Of which, I think I do possess P 
No, not one jot, for by the fall 

Thou lost it, and brought on distress. 
And if a blessing thou receive, 

Tis mercy all, for thee to hold 
What will in every state relieve 

The soul, more precious far tlian gold. 
Now let us strive to calculate. 

And reckon up the large account ; 
Justice can not deteriorate 

One fraction in the whole amount. 
Lord over all ! and King of kings^ 
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The firsts the last, the great I AM I 
Who with his arm all comfort brings. 

Through Jesus Christ, the bleeding lamb. 
And we are stewards plac'd in trust. 

By him who owns the universe. 
To give account of which we must. 

Who occupy the owner's purse. 
But let us glance beyond what man 

Can reach, with all his boasted power ! 
Who never touch'd yon noble span. 

The canopy of Babel's Tower. 
The strong foundations of the earth. 

The seamless cap to cover all ; 
Where wast thou at creation's birth ? 

Where wilt thou be at Babel's fall P 
Ah I man, who form'd yon brilliant stars ? 

The sun, the moon, and all the rest. 
With Venus, Saturn, Earth, and Mars ; 

And who the splendid rainbow dress'd ? 

r 

Tell me who whirls the noble car ! 

And bids each seperate planet move : 
Tis he, the bright and morning star ! 

Whose name and nature all are love — 
Who made the bed of waters deep. 

And every thing which they contain ; 
Who rais'd to eminence the steep. 

And singl'd out the drops of rain. 
Where didst thou stand when all the hills 

Were plac'd in order by his hand — 
l2 
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Who made^ and every atom fills. 

Nor circumscrib'd by sea or land ? 
Who held the beam, to balance just, 

The massive mountains weigh'd in scales P 
Where then wast thou, now held in trust ? 

A mote, then wafted through the dales. 
And whence sprang up the wind that blewP* 

Was it the mighty breath of him 
Who hath created all things new. 

And last of aU, man out of them ? 
Then what hast thou to boast of, man ? 

A few small particles of dust. 
Are things beneath the azure span. 

Whose owner hath left thee in trust. 
Don't dare to rob God of his right. 

And call the gold and silver thine ; 
Although as nothing in his sight. 

Compared with what may yet be mine.f 
For all are yours J if this be true. 

That ye are Christ's, in word and deed, 
Secur'd by that golden screw. 

Which sprang direct from Abram's seed. 
Lift up your eyes, and look on high. 

Above those grov'Uing things below ! 
Then, you'll discern the reason why 

Your dust, to dust again must go. § 
The breath of life within the same. 

Our good and wise creator breath'd ; 

• Psfalm civ. 3. + Lule, XTi. 11, 12. 

} 1 Corintbians, iii, 22, 23. § 1 Do., xv, 36. 
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The vital spark of heavenly flame^ 

To whom by love is all bequeath'd. 
And can'st thou yet presume to say^ 

Thou'rt independent^ all are thine P 
With equal rights the poor man may 

Look up and say, all these are mine. 
But let us leave terraqueous things. 

And soar unto celestial height. 
There ! to behold the King of kings. 

In grand and permanent delight. 
Remember, what is seen shall pass 

And shrivel as a parchment scroll : 
We now behold, as through a glass. 

These things, and builder of the whole. 
When by his side I take my place. 

Then Christ and all in him are mine ; 
Each eye shall see him face to face. 

And ours like his shall brilliant shine. 
How much, I can't presume to state. 

Angelic tongues could never tell ; 
But this is known, 'twill ne'er abate. 

Our pleasures are unspeakable. 
Which none on earth could e'er conceive. 

Nor can the pow'rs that be, destroy 
Or mar the same : canst thou believe. 

The riches thou shalt there enjoy ? 
Another view I'll give thee here: 

Thou'd like to see thy friends again. 
In brightest realms of bliss appear. 
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For ever with them to remain. 
Amid celestial glory hright. 

And tread the flow'iy paths of peace. 
In seamless robes of lily white. 

Our pleasures then shall never cease ! 
Another scene doth now present 

Itself unto the eye of faith ; 
Those in yon state are all content. 

For so our blessed Redeemer saith. 
And who are they, which now behold 

The splendid glories of the Lamb P 
Patriarchs, Prophets, Mart3rrs bold. 

So valiant for the great I AM [ 
And we with those shall realize 

The happiness reserved for such 
As in this world are truly wise : 

Mark ! wisdom never learns too much. 
What shall I state, advancing more P 

Get wisdom truly, whilst thou can. 
Then shalt thou reap the golden store. 

Reserved in heaven alone for man. 

THE EVIDENCE. 

Deep in the heart, the Christian knows, 
Tnie riches have their seat ; 

And when this mortal life shall close. 
The store is made complete. 
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SUPPLEMENT TO THE LARGE ESTATE. 

GOOD TITLE AND FULL POSSESSIOlf. 

Ah ! what description shall I give 

Of all yon splendid store, 
Reserv'd alone for those who live 

In Christ, who went before — 
To those bright realms of light and love. 

Yon house not made with hands ! 
The Father's seat, nought can remove. 

Secure the fabric stands. 
Mansions of glory to prepare. 

Thither our Saviour went 
For us, who are his special care. 

For whom his father sent. 
Here come I then, at his command. 

Let angel-bands convey 
Their brother to the promised land 

Of rest, in endless day. 
The troubles I have had below, 

I'll leave them all behind; 
And with thee freely will I go. 

My father's house to find. 
Hark, ye ! angelic voices sing. 

And vibrate in the air ; 
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Fly opeD^ gates, a new-bom King, 

Doth now to bliss repair ! 
Then, borne on seraph's wings to ride 

Amid the heavenly host ; 
Singing, my Saviour did provide — 

Fill'd with the Holy Ghost ! 
Sweet Hallelujahs loudly raise 

To God, and to the Lamb, 
Be all dominion, power, and praise, 

Jehovah, great I AM ! 
Who stamp'd his seal upon the deed* 

Of all this large estate ; 
And granted me thereon to feed. 

Where bliss can not abate. 



POLICY OF THE DANCING-MASTER, 

AT SHE7FIELD: 

Too much of a good thing with his Wife. 

Nanny ! thou's my honey now. 

Thou is my lovely darling ; 
And if thou'll milk the kyloe cow, 

I'll never more be snarling. 
Prepare the meat to feed the pigs. 

And boil potatoe kettle ; 

• 1 Corinthians, Ui, 22, 28. 
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Then I will play and dance my jigs^ 

And show my active mettle. 
Nanny ! thou's a honny lass. 

And always was my fancy ; 
Thou's worth thy weight of gold, or brass, 

I dearly love my Nancy. 
But mind thy work, and clean my shoes. 

And brush my coat and jacket. 
As well as wait ont' pigs and cows. 

Or else I'll raise the racket; 
And call thee slut, or surly Nan, 

Then lift my hand to clout thee : 
Remember, I, the gentleman. 

Will quickly dance about thee. 
O Nanny ! thou's my little toy. 

And I can play the fiddle : 
Thou fills my bosom full of joy. 

And forms my cobby riddle. 
Come, Nanny, gather up the com. 

And then fill up the basket. 
That I may welcome in the mom. 

Which gave the jewell'd casket.^ 
Then we will sing, and dance, and play. 

And drive ofif stormy weather. 
The winter or the summer's day. 

Well strive and pull together. 
Come, Nancy, set potatoes on. 

And let us have some dinner : 

For I must dine at twelve or one : 
* The wedding day. 
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Thou is a wretched sinner ! 
Let down the spit^ and on wi't' heef. 

That it may now be roasting. 
To give sweet William some relief. 

While he is Nancy toasting. 

MORAL. 

The fiddler's not alone in this. 

For many dance about him. 
And imitate their master's bliss. 

Who cannot do without them. 
But if the fiddler and his wife 

Would use the music string. 
Sweet harmony they^d have through life. 

With Philomela sing. 
Or play the game of sweet content. 

At home or when abroad ; 
Nor let their time be vainly spent. 

In prancing on the road. 
Then may your tongue, your hands, and heart. 

Like Paganini's string. 
Be true, performing every part. 

By one harmonic spring. 
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AN EPICEDIUM 

On the late John Walker Ord^ Esq*, Cruisbro* ; 
Author of the History of Cleveland, 

And is that noble structure gone 

Unto its native dust^ 
Whose mind did once so brilliant burn^ 

With balance true and just P 
Widely extensive on the stage. 

Beyond the common sphere. 
Where ordinaries can't engage. 

Nor cast their mantle near. 
Fair Cleveland's history he wrote. 

By study night and day ; 
While deep research his vitals caught. 

And hastened him^ away — 
Whose mind elastic, stretch'd too far 

For body to contain ; 
Though once was he the northern star. 

Too bright long to remain. 
Whose major part took flight before. 

The casket, in the rear. 
For sev ral months affliction bore. 

Devoid of hope and fear. 
Though gen'rous, open, freO'-dispos'd, 

He was in vigouV flush ; 

M 
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The mean and low be well expos'd. 

Nor bid behind the bush. 
Our young historian bad full scope^ 

In editorial pow'r. 
To spread, with Hesiod, Lee, or Pope, 

The literary flow'r^ 
But ah ! the thorn within concealed — 

A worm is in the bud : 
The subject-matter is reveal'd. 

Mankind are flesh and blood. 
The noblest structure ever made 

Of this material, must 
Here, soon or late, with him be laid, 

Commingl'd with the dust. 
Ord oratorical pow'r possessed. 

With manly, solar voice : 
And when an audience be addressed. 

Language was at his choice. 
Cotempories might envy what 

They never could attain ; 
For want of matter neath the hat. 

Would fill the heart with pain. 
Nevertheless, we each have got 

A talent for to use ; 
And whether we improve or not. 

Admits of no excuse. 
A lesson to the dead, I can't. 

With all my wits, convey ; 
But, if the same the living want. 
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Hear what IVe got to say. 
Encomiums are but vainly spent 

Oh yon departed soul ! 
Unless they have designed intent 

Upon the parchment scroll. 
Relics of which are left behind, 

Wherefrom " instruction gain ;" 
And then, upon the heart and mind. 

The lesson you obtain. 
Methinks Demosthenes in his cave. 

With energetic power. 
Never could spread his lustre brave. 

Or vie with Guisbro's flower ! 
The leaves of whom, are with'ring fame. 

Whose fragrance we obtain ; 
And though in spring the autumn came. 

Yet summer doth remain. 
But whether usM aright or no. 

The Lord Almighty knows ; 
With all good-will to friend and foe. 

He rests, in sweet repose. 
With mind at liberty to range. 

Unfettered by the clay ; 
Ah, happy soul ! a bright exchange 

Of night, for endless day. 
Tell me, my friends, where faults are not — 

In human flesh and blood ; 
And Where's the garment without spot. 

Before, or since the flood P 
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In deep oblinon let it sink. 

For we have none to claim ; 
Unless it be by crimson ink, 

Obtain'd through Jesu's name. 
This mark ! indelibly secure. 

With impress on the heart ; , 
Though oceans roll, and death devour. 

Shall never more depart. 



A LINE DROPPED TO THE AUTHOR. 

The simple language, though sublime. 

Made use of in your verse. 
Will far outlive the bounds of time. 

For angels to rehearse. 
And if while here we sound the note. 

Which proves the opening key. 
Then shall we sing what Jesus bought. 

To all eternity. 
Enjoying there ! that splendid store. 

Which cannot wear away ; 
Testing what you have said before 

Of that long wish'd for day. 



Wright's poems. 137 



THE CONCEITED BEAU. 

You seem to make the Bard your butt. 

And on him cast your spleen. 
Because his lance is apt to cut. 

And wound the low and mean. 
Your gun will make a powder flash. 

To please the simple folk ; 
Young dandies often cut a dash. 

By words that end in smoke. 
As empty vessels surely make 

A vague distracting noise ; 
The vulgar of the same partake. 

Like children with their toys. 
So much beneath a man of sense. 

Whereon to spend his wit ! 
And if to such he make pretence. 

He'd better silent sit. 



LINES 

On the death of Joshua Bormond, Halifax, Aged 6 

Years, Son of Mr. J. Bormond, indefatigable Mental 

Philosopher, and Temperance Advocate, 

Farewell ! my Joshua, thou art gone 
To realms of blissful day. 
If 3 
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While we, as pilgrims, travel on. 

Still in the heavenly way ; 
And hope ere long thy face to see — 

But, oh ! that lovely smile. 
Which prov'd thy heart was ever free. 

From vain delusive guile. 
Thy parents with pathetic tears. 

Emit the surplus joy ; 
Participants of which, for years. 

With thee, their lovely boy, 
\]^ose language on his dying bed. 

Was far beyond his age. 
And would have grac'd the hoary head. 

Or venerable sage. 
Said he, " Dear mother, hark ! the sound 

Of angel voices near ; 
With love and joy my heart doth bound. 

And death I cannot fear. 
Jesus, sweet Jesus, doth present 

To me such lovely fruit. 
As fills my heart with true content; 

Nor can my tongue be mate. 
I see ! yon guardian angels come. 

They beckon me away : 
Though with you. Mother, I'm at home. 

Yet, here I cannot stay. 
Heaven's my home, my final home. 

And I must now depart ; 
111 there! look out to watch you come. 
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And clasp you to my heart. 
But shall I have one equal there. 

Dear Mother, good as you ? 
Who taught me Jesu's lovely prayer : 

He form'd my soul anew." 
" Yes, dearest dear, your Saviour's there. 

Your Father, Mother, Friend ; 
Your sister's and your brother's care — 

His love can never end." 
'' Farewell, dear Mother, I must go. 

Those angels wait around. 
Whose music vibrates here below ; 

From heavenly choirs resound. 
Come Mother, tell my father too. 

Brothers and sisters all. 
That each must unto Jesu s bow ; 

Be ready at his call. 
Then, shall we- meet no more to part. 

But bask in blissful day : 
I feel maturity of heart. 

Away ! away ! away !" 

EXAMPLE. 

Harmonic sounds pervade the place. 

Where kindred spirits meet ; 
Reflecting each their Saviour's face. 

Whose death, was love complete. 
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MORE THAN ALL THINGS— 
"The Privilege of Man." 

The man who doth possess on earth. 

The least of all its store. 
With Christ the head, of nohle worthy 

The world contains no more. 
And he who in the same, (not of,) 

Possesses more than she 
Can take away, or yet remove. 

To all eternity. 
Whose life is hid with Christ in God, 

Who' thus supplies his need ; 
While watching close his signal nod. 

Who doth the ravens feed. 
Although affliction he his lot. 

Privation join her hand ; 
He has a lovely, happy spot. 

Where he can safely stand. 
And call the universe his own. 

Enjoying all its treasure. 
Which to the world is never known. 

While he can hask at pleasure. 
Beneath the sunheams of the light. 

Which eye hath never seen : 
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Though angels have desir*d the sights 

Yet they were far too mean. \ 

The wond rous gift of God to man. 

Through Christ, the sinner's friend. 
The Cheruhim could never scan. 

That love which has no end. 
And yet, man*s privilege is such. 

He doth participate 
Herein, nor can he have too much. 

Or ever satiate. 
Riches and honour, life and peace. 

Are his, with all their store ; 
Perpetuate the hlest increase. 

When time shall be no more. 
And can this privilege be mine. 

While plodding on my way ; 
Brighter and brighter ever shine. 

Unto the perfect day P 
Yes more, far more than I can tell. 

Is yet reserved for thee. 
Where all the saints shall fare so well. 

So happy and so free. 
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POGMOOR SUNDAY-SCHOOL, 

Near Barnsley, Yorkshire. 

A Recitation by a Scholar. 

i 

Old Pogmoor knew no sabbath school. 

Till eighteen, thirty-one. 
Where, in that year was fix*d a rule. 

By which have slided on. 
T. Carr and Elgie were the men, 

Who instituted this ; 
Though often travelling through the glen. 

Where snakes and vipers hiss. 
No matter, still from Barnsley, they 

Wended their steps, along 
To Pogmoor every sabbath day. 

Delighted with this song — 
That if but one poor soul could find. 

By their instruction given, 
A noble and a peaceful mind. 

They'd have reward in heaven. 
Not one alone, but thirty-five. 

Both girls and boys were taught, 
To gather honey to the hive. 

Nor spend their time for nought. 
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All this within a twelve-month, was 

Accomplished firm and sure; 
From then till now, it ever has 

Been prospering secure. 
Amid the vile opposing clan. 

Who never knew the worth 
Of wisdom, so designed for man. 

To gain and use on earth. 
Our juveniles, progression make 

In letters, truth> and grace ; 
Thus we for Jesu's precious sake. 

Instruct the rising race. 
Full twenty years our feet have trod 

The path hereto and fro. 
Leading those youthful minds to God, 

Who will hut thither go. 
Since then the hive has made a cast. 

And added to the stock 
Of those who shall be safe at last. 

Among the Father's flock. 
Teachers and children all shall rise 

Triumphant in the end. 
Where each shall claim their lovely prize. 

And meet their noble friend. 



144 wkight'8 poems. 



NOBILITY. 

Pray what is real nobility P 

High fame in ranks of blood ? 
Or is it low gentility^ 
! And worth not understood ? 

Tell me the meaning of the thing, 
' And where it lays withall ; 

Is it in peasant, or in king ? 

In cot, or palace wall P 
Or is it in fair heaps of gold. 

Which lovers cannot eat P 
Nor grow their food, as from the mould. 

With common-wealth replete. 
Then what is true nobility P 

Is it of native earth. 
Which gave to man ability. 

On which to count his worth P 
Is this the ground-work of his all P 

Then let us trace its rise : 
Perhaps it may to nothing fall^ 

And prove him aught but wise. 
Pride and presumption seized the bulk. 

And ran away with fame — 
Though soon behind the hedge they skulk^ 

Bound up in empty name. 
The noblest being upon earth. 

Was in a manger laid [ 
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Of humble- and of /lowly birth, 
By Joseph's virtuous maid. 
If our inheritance then be 

By patronizing him — 
The standard of humility ! 

And yet the noblest gem ; 
We shall as stars forever shine ! 

In love's most brilliant flame ; 
True Israel's Father, yours and mine. 

King Jesus is his name. 
Mark ! virtue is nobility. 

What else beneath is vain : 
Herein is all utility. 

Where life and death is gain. 
Be just and honest, good and kind. 

In virtue issue forth ; 
As this will stamp the honour'd mind 

With more than worlds are worth. 
True magnanimity of soul — 

The noble-man displays ; 
Where seas divide, and oceans roll. 

He spreads his golden rays. 
Note ! such are real nobility. 

As move, where'er they go, 
With eclat and agility. 

To put an end to woe. 
And all have right to make the claim. 

Except the knave or fool. 
Who won't obtain himself the name. 
Nor work the golden rule. 
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THEOLOGICAL ALPHABETIC POEM. 

The Af Bt C, is uniyersally accoDnted the beginning, or rudi- 
ment of any thing, in nature, art, or grace. In this poem yon 
have not only the commencement, but the progress and completion 
of the whole. Mark ! He who fortaa'd the universe declaroB, " I am 
the Alpha and the Omega, the beginning and the end, the first 
and the last;'* which is wonderftiUy exemplified in the first letter, 
and the two last, in the alphabet. Thus, the letter A has three 
component parts in unity, pointing to the sky. Behold ! its broad 
base, or foundation, with arms extended, to grasp the nniyerse. 
Then examine the letter Y : three parts again, and in the form of 
a tree, branching far and wide ; thus symbolical of our blessed 
Saviour. Then look at the letter Z, with three component parts, 
representing God, his head, or the Father, to whom Christ ascen- 
ded, who hath become our head, and now gone up on high. 
These three letters are each in themselves complete : thus, if you 
add H, Y, to A. to sound it, you will still find it is A, independent. 
Likewise, if you add W, H, to Y, it is the some alone. But the 
letter Z you cannot spell at all, without beginning with itself, 
which is complete alone; tbe £, D, is head, hence illr.strative of 
the Alpha and the Omega ! the beginning and the end ; the first, 
likewise the last: nor can we add, or yet deteriorate frt>m him, in 
whom all fulness of the Godhead dwells, whose Holy S])irit sent 
therefrom, to help our weak infirmities; hence the simi'icity and 
sublimity of the subject you have seen, in which are embodied 
three cardinal principles, viz., the literary, the moral, and the 
Christian. 

Z — This letter points from East to West, 
From North to South 'tis read ; 

That man is now and ever hlest. 
Through Jesus Christ, " his head, ' 
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Whose spirit breath'd the letter A, 
And with his finger wrot6 ; 

Pointing the alphabetic way. 
That language may be caught. 

A is the first, an arficle, - 
With characters between ; 

Explaining every particle 
Of matter, known or seen. 

The Y and wherefore is within. 

Nor can it be explained. 
Until we part with eveiy sin. 

Then, wisdom is obtained. 



THE ALPHABETIC POEM. 

A, B, C, — You must come home to me; 
D, E, F,— Though now a distance off: 
O, H, I, — To reach you 1 will tiy ! 
J, K, L, — ril sound you like a bell : 
M, N, O,— Then further I abaJl ^, 
P> Q, R, — To yon bright H<fam^ fite^^ 
S. T, U,— As aU good C1«Mfiw.ik. 
V, W, X, — You cmMUk0( 
With th<M9, mod 10 Z^ 
The be«i of hmkj^ 
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Now six and twenty letters clear. 
With ten poetic lines ; 
(Though you may think my suhject queer,) 
The alphabet defines. 

All language, is in full comprised 
Within the bounds of these : 

When mind is rightly ^exercis'd. 
Twill learn the same with ease. 



Analysis and Explanation of thb Alphabetic 

Poem, 

In Seven Parts, 

1. — The child's imperative command ; 
2. — Expressing a knowledge of ignorance. 
3. — Determination to obtain wisdom, 
4. — And spread the truth around ; 
5. — Then travel on its way — 
6, — To gain perfection's height, 
7. — ^As Christians ever do. 

Denoting will, power, resolution, good sense, faith, 
hope, and charity. With these embodied in the heart 
and soul, such, with Saint Paul, can glory in the cross 
of Christ, and say, yon cannot me perplex ; and why ? 
he's with hb head complete, for Christ is all in all, 
hence " the privilege of man." 
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Now, let parents ait and listen to the pleasing accents 
of their child^ whose intellect expanding thus> and taught 
by them to sound sublimity in youth of day: then 
ponder in the mind, result of which no tongue can tell ! 
or heart of man conceive, until we see him face to face, 
who said, " take this child, and nurse the same for me." 



The Alpha and Omega he. 

The first likewise the last shall be. 

Three-one to all eternity. 



MORAL. 

Our head is now gone up on high. 
And you have got the reason why : 
Mark ! simple as the thing may seem. 
The wise will e?er truth esteem. 

Yet, foolish ones will laugh and say. 
Well pass it to another day : 
IVe seen men live to hoary age. 
Who never read one single page. 

Big tears roll'd down their furrow'd cheek. 
While they exclaim'd, " Too late to seekT 
Learn here from hence to seek in youth. 
Obtain, and hold the sacred truth. 
v2 
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This lesson is for all design*d. 
From yoatb to hoaiy age ; 

That each upon the heart and mind 
May &x the saered page.* 



THE COURTESY OF APOLLO'S 
SOLICITUDE. 

Sons of Apollo, rise and shine. 

In splendid dress array 'd ; 
And let the living tiuths he mine. 

Nor sink into the shade. 

Expand thy golden wings, and tower — 

Beyond the eagle's eye ! 
And let me catch yon crystal shower. 

Descending from the sky. 

Sweet and delicious to the mind. 

Reviving to the soul ; 
Nor ever let me lurk hehind 

The centre of the howl, 

* WrightTs Theological Alphabetic Poem, by attaching the An- 

ttiofB name, he has kiudly pronounced the same universally free, 

and independent of the copy-right. As thousands of persons are 

' desirous of having the same in their families, the printers are at 

liberty to publish every where, at not more than one penny each. 

J. Waioht, tub BiBD OF ClevbljUts. 
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But drink her living streams with care. 

And then secure the treasure 
So richly floating in the air^ 
. To feed upon at pleasure. 

No gold, or silv'ry trinkets hright. 

Can with the same compare ; 
Or in the least my soul delight, 

Under Apollo's care. 

Nor envy I the rich and great. 

But wish them every good ; 
And gladly on the same I'd wait. 

To furnish mental food. 

But don't presume I think you void 

Of what all should possess : 
If so, your vessel' is destroy'd. 

You sink in deep distress. 

Then court, and cultivate the Muse, 

And let your hosom swell 
With rich delight, nor yet refuse 

To sound the music-hell. 

' Tis not an apologue to draw — 

Some moral hy pretence ; 
But this you'll find where'er you go. 

She pays her own expense. 
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And by this iadependent turn 

Shall keep you all alive. 
Nor ever doubt, despair, or mourn, 
/ But at the altar thrive. 

What more^ I wont presume to state. 

For surely if you try — 
And on the lovely lady wait. 

You'll know it, by and bye. 



MATTER EXTRACTED FROM AN 
ACHING TOOTH. 

The pain of tooth-ache is no joke. 

They know it best who feel it. 
When robb'd of patience for to talk. 

And every mean to heal it. 
I thought rd patience like a man. 

But when with tooth-ache tried. 
Half ranty for some time I ran. 

And all my friends deni'd. 
Patience must have its work just here. 

Or, hardly ever set; 
But if it conquer this, 'tis clear 

That valiance can't be beat 
When all your grinders are at war. 

Your mouth is in a ilaaae. 
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Distracted head, and all a-jar. 

Which I can never name. 
The small incision time hath made. 

An avenue doth form ; 
The air we hreathe will there parade. 

And kick up such a storm ! 
' Tis said '' that dogs go mad with this ;'* 

If so, I cannot wonder. 
For while they run, and rave for hiiss. 

Their passions make the blunder. 
My head is rack'd with pain, I tell — 

A little of its pinching — 
While writing this, the hollow bell 

Sets every nerve a flinching. 
Methinks if hell be worse than this — 

Lord ! keep me from its pain. 
And grant me earth, and heavenly bliss. 

Nor tooth to ache again. 
I'll never eat a roguish bite. 

If granted this request. 
But strive to please Thee day and night. 

And always do my best ; 
Then if perchance my promise break. 

Give me another twang — 
That I may of 'thee pardon seek. 

By this monissive gang. 
I hope I am sincere in this. 

Or else I should'nt pant it. 
As here I gasp for life and breath — 
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Tooth-ache, I do not want it. 
But now I must resign the case. 

And leave all to thy will ; 
If means don't move it from its place, 

I must endure it still. 
Whatever thou appoints for me. 

Lord help me to endure ; 
In every thing thy finger see, 

Whose touch is perfect cure. 

MORAL. 

An apple ! set good teeth on edge. 
And fix*d the worm at root. 

When man first drove the polish'd wedge 
Into forbidden fruit ! 



HE CHRISTIAN'S HEART-FELT SONG. 

What shall I do my God to praise ? 
Who lengthens out my span of days. 
And bids me sing in heavenly lays. 

What now I feel ; 
As on my heart His name is wrote — 

He stamp'd the seal ! 

Ill raise my voice in grateful strains ! 
And sing as long as life remains — 
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Of Christ, my everlasting gains, 

This theme he mine ; 
And if thy heart he tun'd to sing, 

'Tis surely thine. 

But, though while here I cannot sound 
My notes, so splendid all around. 
As I could wish them to rebound 

From my poor heart ; 
Yet, by and by my song shall swell ! 

When I depart — 

From all terraqueous matter free. 
Sweet Jesus ! then 111 sing with thee. 
And blest to all eternity. 

In thine abode — 
Where all the noble armies join. 

With one accord. 

Delightful Chorus ! will be heard 
To vibrate there ! and not a word 
To mar the praises of my Lord, 

In heaven above ; 
For every heart shall be in tune. 

And fiird with love. 



», 
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THE EMIGRANT'S FAREWELL.* 

Farewell ! my friends, farewell ! I say. 

Farewell ! my native land ; 
For I must here no longer stay. 

My passport's in my hand. 
Farewell ! my father, mother dear. 

My brothers, sisters too ; 
Farewell ! I'll shed the parting tear. 

And bid you all adieu. 
Casting the long, last look, upon 

My kindred on the shore. 
Something within cries, '* Hope, begone, 

Thou'lt see thy friends no more." 
Then tears gush*d out, and so profuse 

The briny torrent flow'd. 
Nothing could now my soul amuse. 

My heart with feeling bow'd. 
The bulbous tear kept rolling down 

My palHd cheek so wan. 
And form'd those furrows, now I own — 

The feebleness of man. 
Wave after wave succeeded quick. 

And cast me far away ! 
Though oft I wander'd on the deck. 

Distracted, night and day. 
* Bobert Scott 
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Wild thoughts then crowded fast^ upon 

My much tormented mind — » 

And hast thou now for ever gone. 

From all thy friends so kind P 
I couldn't hear the question put. 

Sensations stronger grew ; 
I trembl'd then from head to foot. 

And half began to rue. 
Now ask*d myself for why, I went 

Away from home and pleasure ; 
The answer came : through discontent. 

Gasping at foreign treasure. 
IVe found this out, that treasure rests 

Within the breast of man ; 
Content and love are noble guests. 

Enjoy them while you can. 
And never give up what you have. 

To go and seek for more ; 
^or make yourself another's slave. 
And leave him all your store. 



THE POET'S PLEASURE. 

Interlocutory, 

Vain world of show, I cannot see. 
Why thou presents thyself to me. 



158 WIIIGHT's P0X1I9, 

Uidess it ^e to cluiin a fee 

Fox iQoking ob. 
If this be it, we can't apee^ 

For thee I've ncoie. 

Such pomp and pleasiure, with their sjiow^ 

I neither want to see or know. 

But move along, where^ beaatie* gx^w 

In rural state ; 
The muses' cup shall overflow, 

And not abate. 

Behold sweet nature ! grand and free. 
From every shrub, and plant, and tree. 
Diffusing sweets, where'er you be, 

In grove or glen : 
Such beauties then you'll feel and see, 

Beyond your ken. 

And when you take your walk in spiing. 
The larks and linnets loudly sing. 
And make the lovely valleys ring — 

With music sweet. 
While soaring lofty on the wing : 

Enjoy the treat. 

Then, tell me if yon mimic grace. 
With all its tap'stry, net, and lace» 



Can vie with nature^s honest face. 

So true and gvand ! 
These things, say yon, we ciuinoC trace. 

Or understand. 

The splendour you so much admire. 

We never covet or desire. 

But seat us snug beside the fire. 

To spin or knit- 
Then with piano touch the lyre. 

Or read some wit. 

And after all that yon can say. 
We each can only live our daj, 
As all have natures deht to pay. 

We'll trudge along ; 
And you may take your <»wn««df vay» 

And sing your song. 

Hold ! hold ! ye fair one ! I'm awin 

That ladies have peculiar can^ 
In which the gents can never ahan. 

Though they may talk ; 
But when you can a moment spare. 
Pray take a walk. 

And in fair nature's garden, view 
The fashions there, for ever new^- 
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1*11 vouch you ne'er have cause to rue^ 

Dilating right ; 
Then all the flowers of various hue. 

Shall you delight. 

I need no further you entreat. 

The healthy aspect, nohly greet. 

With music from the groves so sweet — 

I cannot tell ; 
But trusting we again shall meet. 

Till then, farewell I 



DEXTERITY, 

Or the go-'O^head age. — Nineteenth Century^ 

Our railways in the United Kingdom, are 

Approximating to the polar star; 

Rate, fifteen hundred million miles a year,* 

Convey mankind along our hemisphere. 

Tis equal to eight visits to the sun ; 

Not only so, hut likewise the return ! 

Were we to run our christian race as quick, 

Methinks we'd happen then outstrip Old Nick ; 

And all his plots and plans would prove in vain^ 

To catch us, ere the harbour we obtain. 

With what velocity mankind do go, 

* London Jonmal, No. 461. Vol. xviii. 
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To execate their projects, all below ! 

And yet how tardy in their course they move, 

T*ward realms of true felicity abore : 

Those say, they go-a-head, and leave the tail : 

Far distant they who yet are in the vale ! 

Though such with all rapidity move far. 

May never reach the bright and morning star ; 

Unless by genuflection we draw near. 

Through faith inliim, must still be in the rear. 

Without the Sun of righteousness to shine 

Within my heart, those realms can not be mine : 

'Tis faith alone in Christ, by which mankind 

Shall rise on pinions, swifter than the wind. 

And in an instant, then, their transit make 

From earth to heaven, the final seat to take. 

Safe harbour'd now, our travels at an end. 

Where Christian Pilgrims meet their lovely friend ; 

With all agility then go-a-head. 

By nature and its noble Author led. 



AN ENDLESS TREASURE. 

The book of books is given me. 
Containing all my treasure ; 

Pray grant me. Lord, good eyes to see 

My steps thereby to measure. 

And read, and mark, and well digest, 
oft 
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The truth which it contains ; 
For nothing less will stand the test. 

Thy word is endless gains — 
To me, when granted this request. 

The holy spirits guide ; 
And in my Saviour's garment dress'd, 

I nothing want heside* 
Bless'd here in time, and hless'd for ever. 

World without end, shall be 
The man, whom death nor life can sever 

From Thee, eternally. 
The Author of the book, is in 

His heart to witness this — 
A clearance now from every sin. 

And fiird with endless bliss. 
Bless'd be the Father, Son, and Spirit, 

With praise for evermore. 
Who gave me all things to inherit. 

Through Christ the golden store. 
O may I then hence-forward live. 

And by its rules to square 
My life, and all the glory give 

To Christ, by faith and prayer. 
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A VOICE 

««« o/^r. Coa/^,. Scarbro'. 

Though young, yet much afflicted I 

Have in the furnace been; 
The reason, friends, I teU you why. 
And what my sufferings mean. 

Though these I've had. yet Jesus more 

Acquaintedwas with grief; 
And he who all my sorrows b^re. 

Hath given me relief. 
The sun twelve times hath run its round. 

For me my course to steer ; 
But now my body's under ground. 

Within my thirteenth year. 
My spirit while embodi'd in 

The tenement of clay, 
I felt was clear from every sin. 

And now in blissful day. 
No more to feel the aching pain. 

Which sin entail'd on man; 
Nor in the tenement remain. 
Where life with me began. 
Though on my hands and knees, IVe 
Successive nights and days; 
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No cause have I to grieve at that. 

But tune my harp of praise. 
And loudly sing unto the Lamh ! 

Whose wondrous grace and love, 
Remov'd me to the great I AM, 

To reign with him ahove. 
Dear Parents ! don't you fret for me. 

Or show the down-cast eye ; 
I'm blest to all eternity. 

Beyond what wealth can buy. 
My brothers, sisters, and the rest. 

Pray meet me on the shore— 
I long to hail you with the blest, 

Where we shall part no more. 



EXCURSIONS AND RAILWAY TRIPS 
ON THE SABBATH ! ! ! 

This day was set apart for rest 

Of body, and of mind ; 
Nor can the soul of man be blest. 

Who will no leisure find — 
To spend the day iis God commands. 

So happy and so free — 
From secular aod tunic bands. 

Which would encumber me. 
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Attendant on the means of grace^ 

Where true enjoyment's known; 
In which he finds a resting-place. 

And comfort is his own. 
No railway trip will draw him from 

The central point, to miss 
His souFs salvation here at home. 

Securing future hliss. 
Temptations rise with hoisted sail. 

Excursion on the ocean ; 
Yet all the pleasure trips will fail 

To grant a solid portion. 
Yonder I see the posted bill ! 

A pleasure trip to-morrow ! 
Lives we'll insure to those who will. 

And none need die in sorrow. 
For if explosion do take place. 

So that your life be gone, 
A thousand pounds are in the case ; 

Your friends can travel on. 
But mark ! the whole expense is laid. 

So heavy on yourself : 
Your soul has dropp'd within the shade. 

By Satan's cunning elf. 
If on the sabbath, when the bait 

So joyfully you took ; 
Then you shall not a moment wait. 

Till you have got the hook ! 
Whereby you're fast enough, forsooth. 
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A lod is at the end ; 
Extracted is your double tooth ; 

You've lost your only friend. 
A wbip^ a scourge, tormenting pain. 

The bitter for the sweet ; 
Then where do you your pleasure gain. 

And what's your noble treat ? 
Is it worth desecration of 

The blessed sabbath day P 
Defying all the powers above. 

For which you have to pay. 
Ah ! never take the sabbath train. 

Quickly to ride to hell ; 
Bnt rather now at home remain. 

Where all is safe and well. 
Remember thou the sabbath day, 

Nor do the same abuse. 
In which march on thy heavenly way — 

The narrow passage choose. 
All God's commandments let as keep. 

In honour of his name. 
Who giveth time to sow and reap. 

And yet enjoy the same. 
Which he alone to those will give. 

Who do his will obey : 
They on his special bounty live. 

Who keep the sabbath day. 
A prelude to that sabbath, which 

With angels we shall spend ; 
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The rest doth now remain to such 
As keep this to the end. 

CAUTION. 

These railway specoiating folk 

Will fit you up a train. 
And pass on you the vamish'd joke^ 

Your money to ohtain. 
Think you that they will care a straw^ 

Whether you sink or swim ? 
So long as you incline to go^, 

And leave your cash with them. 



THE WONDERFUL PRIZE FIGHT. 

Behold ! the bard with great surprise^ 
On whom you gaze with vacant eyes. 
Disputing whether fond or wise^ 

The man you see ; 
But mark ! when he has time to talk^ 

The mind is free. 

Though quite fasttcBous you may seem. 
Nor his appearance much esteem^ 
Because yoo cannot skifli the cream 
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That's on the top ; 
J5o, pettish you will just remain^ 
At bottom stop. 

Something so queer in him you view. 
Nor can imagine how it grew ; 
Should you embrace it you might me- 

Pass on your way. 
And take what suits your fancy best. 

Smart things and gay. 

The Intern nncia by the muse. 
Is on his duty in recluse ; 
Pernicious dreams hell never use. 

To hurt his mind. 
And all may come to sip with him. 

Who feel inclin'd. 

The very best he strives to cull. 
And feasts himself till he is full ; 
But cannot see his neighbour null — 

Gives him a taste ; 
Though he is apt to throw't away. 

Or let it waste. 

Yet if he like the same, he may 
On dainties feast him every day. 
And never, never glutted, say, 
IVe got too much; 
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For if it*s used wiselv, then 
You value such. 

Look, and admire yon noble soul ! 
Who drinks the muse's crysial bowl — 
Whose mind is like the parchment scroll. 

Both full and clear — 
Extent of which was never known. 

Nor y^t its gear. 

Were poets like some other men. 

Who ruminate old things again. 

The fresh and fine they'd ne'er obtain ! 

Or get aught new : 
The inarch of intellect might move, 

Propell'd by few. 

One in ten thousand of our race, 
Is he, who truth will ever trace. 
With agile steps, mankind to grace. 

By dint of mind ; 
The prototype he's sure to search — 

Until he find. 

Nothing that will corrode with time. 
Most brilliant in yon upper clime. 
Eternal things, and all sul)lime ! 

Collected here — 
And those who search with all their heart, 

Find heaven near. 
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The christian 8QaT9 on. sjemph's wingf. 
Now, he obtains et^rqs^l. tjiings ! 
Out of the treasury he brings 

Bright angel's food ; 
Then feasts, delicionslj and ftee^ 

On what is good. 

Terri^qiieous noatter can,*t avmil^ 
For when hii^ bark is in full sail. 
He travels by a heavenly gale ! 

Whose way is clear — 
Will surely by hia captain's word. 

Or conspass steer* 

The universe, tbo' large, 'tis small. 
On which to. toss thi^ music ball ; 
Like David, he would leap the wall. 

And take his seat 
Where the ship's company shall all — 

Rejoicing meet. 

When Gabriel shall have boldly flung 
The millstone deep, and with his tongue 
Sounded the trump of God, and sung, 

''Arise ye dead !" 
Then all shall understand the theme. 

And what I've said. 

Remember now, who would be wise. 
And run th^ race, to win the prize. 
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Or you'll be taken by surprise ! 

When this you hear. 
The Author of mankind will prove 

Himself sincere. 



UNIVERSAL PRIVILEGE IN tHE 

PRIZE FIGHT. 

With flesh and blood those do contend. 
Who strive by faith their ways to mend. 
And to th6 gospel-rules attend. 

While life shall last ; 
Nor ever fear to win the day — 

Old Satan's fast. 

If we but keep our armour bright. 
And buckle on the helmet tight, 
Our captain will conduct us right. 

Throughout the field : 
When doubts and dangers would affright. 

Then use the shield. 

Though valiant armies you surround. 
By whom receive a stroke or wound, 
' Yet firmly you must stand your ground. 
And use the sword; 
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Then cut the monster to the heart. 
And snap the cord. 

Tho' principalities and powers 

On ns may fall, like thunder showers. 

And threaten to destroy the howers 

Of joy and peace — 
Yet nothing shall upset our hope, 

Tho' time may cease. 

The world, the fleshy death, hell, and sin. 
May point their bayonets all within — 
light on — ^we shall the battle win. 

And gain the prize ; 
With Christ our captain at the head. 

Victorious 



Above the whole so highly fam'd. 
Our enemy the monster claim'd ; 
He's got his due, of which asham'd. 

Deep sunk in hell. 
There, tortur'd in the torments of 

What none can tell. 

Nor state the prize that we shall gain. 
And what in endless bliss obtain ! 
Must to eternity remain. 

For us to prove ; 
The bounds of which were never set^ 

Except in love. 
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Methinks a little I may tell^ 

Of what shall te where all fares well — 

As I am caird to sound the bell. 

Listen awhile ; 
Tho' sometimes at the bellman you 

Are i^t to smile. 

Love is the theme, and this you know ! 
Alone, is worth the world below — 
Without it beauty cannot grow, 

So fair and sweet* 
YouVe felt the magnet of the soul. 

When lovers meet. 

Buty shortly we shall take our seat. 
With Christ above, in bliss complet0> 
Where all our friends and kindred meet 

To part no more, 
And bask in love, tho' fte'er dxhsiast 

The prize in store. 

MORAL. 

Thus emls the subject of the flght. 
And if you see the object right. 
Then strive for it with ill your might. 

While time may last; 
Or, fix'd will be' the boundary line. 

When It is pas»*d. 
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THE BANQUETINGHOUSE. 

The beauties of nature I often behold^ 

And fly to the pleasing resort^ 
Where the prospect is sweet, enamelFd wHh gold. 

And the bowers with rubies are fraught. 

Salubrity wafted by zephyrs around. 

Purifying the nocturnal air, 
And the flowery fumes that rise from the ground. 

So healthy, so free, and so fair. 

Refreshing, enlivening, and cheering the whole 
Of the structure which constitutes man. 

Would he (but incline to bless body and soul; 
Tis hisr privilege now that he can. 

A garden, so spacious, abounding with fruit. 

Presents itself freely to you — 
Who partake of the manly, and not of the brute ; 

Creating the system anew. 

Vitality breathes in the open display. 
Of grandeur you cannot conceive ; 

Testimonials of which in June or in May, 
You've witnessed : then why not believe, f 

Just rise in the mom at the break of the day. 
Attend to the lark as she sings ; 
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Her voice is delightful^ her phimage is gaj ! 
She uses the strength of her wings — 

To soar far above the dense clouds up on high. 

And opens the portals of d&y, 
With her warbling notes, to the God of the sky, 

A tribute of homage to pay. 

The banqueting-house, or the sweet serenade. 

Are vain imitators of such ; 
To the music of nature they fall in the shade. 

Or hke the infirm, with a crutch. 

Then let us arise and lay hold of the prize* 

Which nature in love doth present ; 
That at eve of the day, we may tower away 

To the banqueting-house of content. 



EQUALITY AND MATERIALISM. 

While tempests howl, and oceans roll 

Their fury far and wide ; 
The mighty scroll, from pole to pole* 

Big waters do divide. 
Apart we stand from foreign land. 

And yet do we transact — 
Our business free from sea to sea* 

Which is a pleasing fact 
Their produ<;e pure, is made secure. 



« 



176 wkioht's poems. 

And passed o'er the main^ 
That those may find who are inclin'd, 

A portion of their gain. 
Then we retort with qnick resort^ 

Across th* Atlantic ocean; 
And take with ns onr oreiplns. 

That they may have a portion. 
Though wind and tide may us divide. 

United hy the sea — ^ 
The recipro', hoth high and low. 

Maintain in equity. 
The sun doth shine across the line. 

On hoth our hemispheres ; 
Thus, what is mine is also thine. 

Enjoyed six thousand years. 
The wind doth blow where'er wt^ go. 

And all inhale the breeze ; 
Tis given free for yevt and me. 

By land or on the seas. 
And every thing, from whence do spring 

Nothing but what is^ good. 
Alike are given, ordan'd by iMflKtn, 

Ottr clothing and our food. 
The nobly brave, atso the th^ife. 

Of one material nade. 
Must shortly htm, (though hanghity bow,) 

Secluded in the shade. 
A general fe«8l oa king and piieflt, 

Tbe^ woittf0 atre save %s^ ktf^; 
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Both man and beast^ to say the least. 
Are equal in the grave. 



THE FINAL CATASTROPHE; 
Or The End of Time. 

See ! the reeling of the mountains — 

Time's no more ! 
Earth is stagg'ring to aud fro. 
In her final overthrow — 
And all nations shouting *' Ho ! 

Time's no more !'* 

' Mid the tempest's loud^confusion — 

Time's no more ! 
Not a creature darqs to say. 
Let this awful scene delay. 
For that period's fled away — 

Time's no more ! 

Hark ! the weapons sound destruction- 
Time's no more ! 

Now the fountains of the deep. 

Can no longer water keep. 

For the besom all shall sweep — 
Time's no more ! 

Behold ! the elements are melting — 
Time's no more ! 
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And vilih fearent iieact tliey bam. 
In the dreadful overturn ; 
Now^ all nature seems to mourn — 
Time's no more ! 

Stars are irom their orbits fatting — 

Time's bo more ! 
The sun rolling dcmn yon steep^ 
' Mid the sliades of death to weep. 
Not again on earth to peep— 
Time'b no more! 

In the darksome night exclaiming — 
Time's no more ! 

Ah ! the moon is turn'd to blood, 

Tho' in Ajelon she stood. 

Now she wears a mourning hood — 
Time's no moiie ! 

All the world is here a-blazing — 
Time's no more ! 

And the beauteous landscape's gone. 

With its facinations done. 

Of its pleasures left me none-^ 
Time's no more ! 

What an awful wreck of matter-^ 

Time's no more ! 
Then shall I above the whole. 
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There ! behold the mighty scrdil. 
And tremblingi see Babel fail ? 
Time's no more ! 

Hark ! the trump of God is aouading — 

Time's no more !' 
All the saints shall first arise^ 
In their chariot mount the; skies. 
There ! to doim their noble ptiace — 

Time's no raorre ! 



THE SONG OF UNITY, 
The Saint's Delight. 

Our souls by love- tog^es knit; 

Cemented by the. same; . 
Our rule in practice^. holy writ; 

Our safeguard, Jesu's name* 
' Hereby in faith we tlavel on. 

And wend our passage i through* 
To Canaan whence owe Samur's. gone. 

And. keep the land. in view» 

CHORUS. 

A Saviour ! let creation sing — 
And all the heavenly arches ring ; 



180 wriqht's poems. 

Redeeming love for evermore, 
Hath bought for me a golden store. 
The reaping time is now at hand. 
When all the saints shall boldly stand ; 
Bright angels shout the harvest home ! 
We hear the welcome plaudit come. 

A land with milk and honey free. 

For all mankind it flows : 
And on the universal tree. 

Sweet fruit perpetual grows. 
Partake and live for evermore ; 

Our Saviour cries, partake ! 
I have for you an endless store. 

Reserved for Jesu's sake. 

Chorus. — A Saviour let, &c. 

The tree of righteousness is there. 

All kinds of fruit it bears — 
'Mid sweet and rich salubrious air. 

The word of God declares. 
And each shall in the garden grow, 

Who're planted by his hand ; 
For he will on his church bestow 

The holy, happy land. 

Chorus. — A Saviour let, &c. 
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ADDRESS TO THE DEITY. 

O * tbou Eternal, only wise, 

And self-existant one. 
On whom the universe relies. 

Alike for ages gone. 
The sole creator and support 

Of matter, mind, and man : 
With Thee was never period short, 

Anteiior time began. 
So pure and holy, just and good. 

The Ancient e'er of days ; 
Before the hills in order stood. 

Or suns emitted rays. 
Without beginning, and without 

Chronological end; 
Forming, and moving worlds about — 

Their only trusty friend. 
Omnipotent, thy mighty arm ; 

Omniscient is thine eye ; 
And omnipresent in the qualm 

Where mortals live and die. 
Thy name and nature, both are love. 

In essence on thy throne ; 
The golden sceptre sways above — 

Thou never liv'd alone. 
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Ah ! King of kings who bears the swaj 

In universal strain^ 
To Thee ! may all due homage pay — 

Supremacy maintain. 



THE PROPHET ELIJAH'S TRANSLATION. 

Two honoured prophets of God^ as we read 

In his most indelible word. 
To the dictates of whom with pleasure took heed. 

When the voice of the spirit was heard. 
To GOgal, to Bethel, likewise Jericho, 

Elijah the prophet was bound : 
His servant Elisha, inclined to go 

With master to travel around ; 
Who courageously said, while before him he stood> 

I m determined III never leave thee ; 
For as the Lord liveth, by all that is good. 

He design'd me thy transit to see. 
The sons of the prophets, entreated him not 

To go with Elijah from home ; 
But he was determin*d to go to the spot. 

Where his master should meet with his doom. 
Elijah here bid him to tarry awhile ; 

But no, he would follow his head. 
Who enjoy'd the full dint of his Saviour's smile. 

And by the same spirit was led. 
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Elijah now took oS his mantle, and smote 

The waters of Jordan asunder ; 
While those afar off saw the miracle wrought. 

Were rivetted there by the wonder. 
Well they might ! beholding the waters divide^-* 

When a passage on diy ground is seen. 
By the hand of Omnipotence, stemming the tide. 

And the two prophets walking between. 
Now these men alone, were permitted to pass 

Through the deep, to the opposite side ; 
But ah ! for the prophet Elisha, alas ! 

His friend had a journey to ride ! 
Who, when they were landed in Jordan, said thus 

To Elisha, pray what shall I grant 
Unto thee, while I*m here, to help in a loss 

Which may afterwards cause thee to pant. 
But one double portion of what he possessed. 

Was all that Elisha desir'd ; 
Who knew if he'd this, his soul would be blest. 

With as much as his nature requir'd. 
One portion of which tumeth darkness to light. 

And midnight to permanent day : 
Tis not in the power of man with his might. 

But the spirit of God to convey. 
'Twas thus with the prophet Elijah, who saw 

While traveling along with his friend. 
The grand chariot of fire with horses, and lo ! 

By a whirlwind to heaven ascend. 
Elisha, here witness'd this splendid afiair ! 



184 Wright's poems. 

Which none but himself could behold ; 
His master there mounted, and pass'd through the air. 

With magnificence not to be told. 
My father ! my father ! the chariot, (he cried,) 

Of Israel, and horsemen thereof; 
Whose attitude calling, shall I with you ride 

To mansions of glory above P 
Elisha was left now, and saw him no more. 

Then took off his clothes, and he rent 
The same in two pieces, while troubled sore. 

Until he embraced content. 
Mark ! the mantle he caught which Elijah let fall. 

And stood by the bank of the river ; 
Though his friend was remov'd, he didn't lose all. 

But held fast his portion for ever. 
The waters of Jordan he struck with the same, . 

To make hhn a passage there through ; 
By the spirit of God he call'd on his name. 

As Elijah was used to do. 
And when he had smitten the waters, behold 1 

They thither and thither did part ; 
To Jericho then he returned so bold. 

With the spirit of God in his heart. 
So much manifested herein to and fro. 

When the sons of the prophets saw this. 
They met him and bow'd, and with him would go> 

For master, though landed in bliss ; 
Which they knew nothiug of, not one had a sight 

But Elisha, who'd just made return. 
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And found all the sons of the prophets in plight, 

I^ot suited their master was gone. 
Said they^ we have fifty strong men« let them go 

With the servants thy master to seek ; 
By leave or without it^ they traveU'd off so. 

And returned within hidf a week. 
Couldn't find him^ for sure they might seek lor a year^ 

And ten thousand years to that 1 
But never be able to bring him down here — 

At the right hand of God he is sat. 
For ever and ever in gloiy sublime. 

Which mortals can never behold. 
Until they have crossed the Jordan of time. 

In a chariot that cannot be sold. 
And then the translation of those who are chang'd 

From sin, unto holiness here. 
Will be tested and prov'd by the blessed arraing'd ; 

For the God of Elijah is there. 



THE BANKER'S BILL. 

And would you now be paid for present passing time P 
Then catch the precious moment as it flies. 

And lodge the lovely boon in yon thrice happy clime» 
Where virtue in attendance never dies. 

Here let those dreary vassals of the meagre kind. 
Think large of future bliss they ne'er enjoy ; 
Q 2 
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The present is the only time for us to bind^ 

Within the breast what nothing can destroy. 
Hereby receive we — all the benefit of which 

Mankind in time have, sought but never found ; 
While passing through her beauties ( not embracing such) 

Do only fix the vital canker wound. 
But ah ! the present now buy up^ and claim your chance. 

Nor let the world or things your ruin prove. 
Which on deceitful hinge in slippVy science dance. 

Where vague obsequious elements remove. 
There ! deep oblivion swallows all the gilded chain. 

Wound up in links and rivetted secure ; 
The two extremes in one, for ever to remain. 

The lash of which, each soul must then endure. 
Then shall my precious moments pass unheeded by P 

Much less, in awful dissipation spent. 
Until the final standard every action try. 

And leave its victim where it can't repent. 
Now, now in time, in truth secure each noble point ; 

Your privilege is high, maintain your right : 
For, on each sacred link the treble patent joint 

Is seal'd, and settled, payable on sight. 

MORAL. 

No joke, no lie, no fiction, the reverse — 

IVe pencill'd ofiT, to mark at pleasure : 
Think well, act right, reap all, and then your purse 

Presents an everlasting treasure. 
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When time^ and men^ and things are worn awaj. 

Your bpon is lively, always blest 1 
Well tried, and prov'd, and seal'd, 'twill ne'er decay. 

Safe lodg'd within your Saviour's breast. 



THE UNIVERSAL PRIVILEGE OF MAN. 

My heart would dance to hear the joyful sound 
Of paradise, once lost, now more than found ; 
And though the light of nature splendid shone. 
The lamp of grace lit up a brighter mom. 
Resplendent are its beams, outshining all — 
The light possess'd by man before the fall. 
The sun of righteousness, is centre of 
The noblest mental satellites above ! . 
So privileg'd is he with rays to shine; 
Ineffable in grace and truth divine. 
While here to be enjoy *d, and yet far more 
Reserv'd, for all the saints when time is o'er : 
Though paradise was lost, 'tis more than gain'd. 
In what our Saviour's love for us obtain'd. 
When conquer'd was the world, and every power 
Subdu'd, and rais'd in that momentous hour ; 
Thus high in dignity, beyond what hft— 
While in primeval state could never be ; 
But now transcending all the sum, doth gain 
Immortal bliss, to wax, nor ever wane. 
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What can th* expanded thought tuhlitne control P 
For ever drinking cannot drain the bowl ! 
Wherein is lights and life> and joy, and peace^ 
Eternal tnix'd in one, can nerer cease^ 
This benefit so grand ! so nobly free— , 
For all the world, poor sinner, 'tis for thee. 
Who wont refuse the hand of faith, to take 
The boon thjrself, for Jesu's precious sake. 
Don't dare to say, the blessing's far too good ; 
The Saviour bought it with his streaming blood ; 
And all who ask, may have ; who seek, shall find ; 
This privilege is free ! for M mankind. 



A DIALOGUE BETWEEN THE LANDLORD 

AND HIS FRIEND. 

L.-^Good morning friend, for sure I am 
So glad to let you in : 
What has become of Bob and Sam, 
Who like a drop of gin 9 

F. — ^Why as for Sam, he got so much 
Of what tibey call the crater, 
La«t night he tumbl'd in the ditch, 
Le^gside ef Bob the slater. 
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L. — Did he ! my friend^ then what's hecome 
Of both the stracklings now P 
I doubt they Ve gone to see Tom Thumb, 
Or some fond puppet show. 

F. — The thing is here : 'tis said^ last night 
There was a pretty case ; 
John Barleycorn was in a plight. 
And fell down on his face. 

L. — Indeed ! you do astonish rae; 
Where had he got to, pray ? 
Was he so blind he couldn't see. 
And fallen by the way ? 

F. — The day he'd spent in Middlesbro', 
Drinking the madd'ning cup. 
And thus was found just so and so— 
The Police took him up. 

L. — ^Ah, ah ! I clearly understand. 
Tin Ribs would get a knap ; 
He'd take him snugly by the hand : 
A feather in his cap ! 

F. — I hear you do sarcastic say. 

The thing that's wrong is right ; 
But mark 1 if you take nought to day> 
You'll make it up to-night. 
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L. — ^Well ! do you think beneath my wig> 
I've got no witty brains P 
I tell you I am run my gig. 
While you've to tradge in't lanes. 

F. — Truly* I do believe that's right. 
Whatever you've said wnmg ; 
Yon wheedle many a sovereign bright. 
From sawneys in a throng. 

L. — What insolence you dare to use 
To me, a man of sense ; 
When did I wheedle or abuse. 
Those men of abstinence P 

F. — Well, sure enough, such men as they^-— 
Evade the lion's claw ; 
Nor will for worse than nothing pay. 
Or drink your stuff " you know." 

L. — You've got a tongue wherewith to talk*-— 
You tease me very sore ; 
I'd rather now your feet would walk 
Your body to the door. 

F. — But hark ye ( Landlord, I'm your friend. 
If rightly understood ; 
I wish base drinking had an end. 
To purify your blood. 
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L. — My bJood> I think as good 9S yaws. 
You scoundrel do be gone. 
Or soon I'll shove you out of door^*-*- 
My passions now 9xe on. 

F. — But IVe got patience, sir, whereby • 
To exercise my reason ; 
And with the iame I mmui to try 
Your lordship, now, for treason. 

L. — I think youVe tri'd m« quite eaocigh. 
Pray let the subject diop ; 
And we will have a pinch of snuff. 
Likewise some ginger'-pop. 

F. — No, no, I have been pineh'd too muoh ^ 
With you I'll pinoh no more: 
You think to wheedle m» with suoh. 
And then mark on a score* 

L. — You talk of friend ! yes, I say friend ; 
Ye are a friend indeed : 
You wouldn't here a farthing spend. 
However much I naed* 

F. — That's true! I'd neither give nor lend 
My money hr your stuff; 
For, sure I am, the landlord's friend. 
No poison's quite enough. 
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L. — ^What ! poison do you mean to say ? 
Be canny how you talk ; 
Or else 111 kick you far away ! 
Among tee-total folk. 

F. — Yes, poison, Kitty, that IVe said. 
And sorry this to state : 
It poison'd Betty, now she's dead. 
And hound so fast in fate. 

L. — A strange hard case it is indeed. 
You wont let Betty rest; 
IVe giv'n her many a glass in need ; 
She's drank my very hest. 

F. — Yes, yes, I know you've wheedl'd oft. 
And dap'd such silly folk ; 
This is a portion of your craft. 
To treat, and sell, and talk. 

L. — ^Just mind in future what you speak ! 
Of men in rank, as we. 
For thus I think you always seek 
To ruin such as me. 

F. — I'm sorry law should lenience give. 
Or licence to a knave ; 
For these are such, who only live 
To mako their fellow slave. 
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L. — And do you mean to count me one 
Of those who work the evil ? 
If this he so, you place me on 
A level with the devil* 

F- — Why, if the cap just fit yourself. 
Take it, and put it on : 
You seem to he a kindred elf. 
To make his fire hum. 

MORAL. 

Let men of sense just keep outside 

Of all those puhlic stews : 
Be sure old Satan did provide 

The same, as open flues — 

To hlow the hlast, and spread the fiame. 

Which hums within the hreast 
Of man, who don't deserve the name — 

But I forhear the rest. 



A WONDERFUL PARADOX. 

The wisdom of man, on the riches of men. 

Is amply and fully set foith ; 
For when a man dies, the enquiry is then. 

To kpow, and to prove what he's worth. 
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The man posess'd thoasands^ and gave all away ! 

To the poor, the ag'd, and infirm ; 
Yet he had enough, and no debts he'd to pay. 

Excepting what falls on a worm. 
Mankind are desirous to see what he's worth. 

What houses and lands are behind ; 
And where do they lay, in the south or the norths 

They're anxions his will now to find. 
Not a portion is left for them to possess. 

They twitter and twine all the day, 
Tho' this is their comfort who boldly profess. 

He just dy'd worth nothing they say. 
Some forge cossolation to suit their own taste. 

Let reason and soripture decide. 
What is laid out in charity, can't run to waste — 

Its author did fully provide. 
What we give to the poor, is lent to the Lord ; 

The Interest and sum are secure : 
Yea, all that we need, our estate will afford. 

And comfort shall always endure. 
Vain epithet cast« with contumely bound. 

The men of the world do advance. 
Who are striving to bury his deeds under-ground. 

Wherewith their own fame to enhance. 
The good man hath treasure so far above reach. 

That none with their arrows can touch. 
Nor the moth, or the rust, or the roguish impeach. 

His riches and blessings are such. 
Ah ! the wealth of that land, where all fare ao well. 
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Without the least touch of alloy ! 
^ Twould outvie the tongue of angel an to tell; 

Their comfort, their riches, and joy. 
To say they die poor, what a vain motley speech ; 

They'd hetter say nothing at all. 
As it proves beyond doubt, they still have a breach 

In their cranium, got by the fell. 
We have a grand proof of one, ** Dives," you may read. 

So haughty and rich in his day : 
Not a rag would he give, or the hungry feed^ — 

Whose riches with him pass*d away. 
Though clad in fine Hnen, and wealth at command, 

Far'd sumptuous, with servants to wait ; 
He mov*d out of dme, without houses or lantl — 

And left such a imble estate \ 
His soul he quite lost, though beM time to secuHB 

The same, but alas ! its too late : 
The torments of hell, he now has to endure. 

For ever bemoaning his fate. 
Behold him worth nothing ! though dy*d worth a vast 

Of what all the world may call good ; 
So his breath passed off, and he with the blast — 

My subject is now understood. 
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A BUNDLE LOST AT CHURCH I 

I once went to church, to hear the word preach'd, 

'Mid thousands of people so good^ 
Who, tho' they were prick'd in the heart where it reach 'd. 

The sermon was not understood. 

» 

AiTections and passions were all on the move. 

In sanctity now to proclaim — 
The virtue of which, though the founder be loire. 

They little would think of his name. 
Said one to another, on leaving the kirk, 

'* That is a surprising old man ! 
With life and high spirit he seems now to work, 

111 warrant he'll do what he can." 
Just so they leave all for the parson to do,. 

And turning each one his own way. 
They meet with a friend, compliment with a bow,. 

And thus — 'tis a very fine day — 
Did you see old Sam P what a figure he cut ! 

And Bet, as they went up the aisle ? 
He seem'd without teeth to be cracking a nut. 

And she seeing, couldn't but smile. 
Again now, behold ! remarking on such 

As wear their fine satin and silk. 
Or superfine coat, on the man with a crutch. 

They're losing the cream off the milk. 
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Then, when they get home, seek awhile for the text ! 

And ransack the bible indeed ; 
Attendants at ohurch thus are often perplexed. 

And wonder they didn't take heed. 
As they never could find the text the priest took. 

Though each one had searched with care ; 
Our Betty propos'd 'tween the backs of the book — 

To find out, and read a good pray'r. 

dear ! I forget what I'm seeking for new. 
The text has run out of my head : 

1 think it went off, (but I cannot tell how,) 

The moment when first it was read. 
There were many fine folks, you needn't to wonder. 

My bundle, I've lost it indeed; 
As I have made a slip, or may be a blunder. 

Allow me a chapter to read. 
Now this is one way in which sabbaths are lost. 

Good sermons are preached in vain : 
While you're making research with speed of the post. 

And seek what you never obtain. 
When " Thus saitk the Lord," comes direct from the lip 

Of one he appointed to state — 
The truths of the gospel, you never should slip. 

Or happen you cateh them too late. 
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THE LAMP GONE OUT. 

Methinks the lamp of life, or grace. 

May brilliant shine awhile ; 
Though time will more it from its place,. 

Or base misuse beguile. 

« 

The lamp that's lit may cease to bum,. 

The oil be spent in vain ! 
How can the sinner then return P 

Or e'er the portal gain, 

TVard which at first he started fair. 

Facilities were grand : 
Through loit'ring 'mid salubrious air. 

He now hath lost command. 

Careless, or inadvertent steps. 

The light of reason dim ; 
Or inclination intercepts — 

Our vision, in the whim. 

Thus, led by fancy, without guide. 

Usurp 'd is reason's seat ! 
Surely dethron'd by pomp or pride. 

And ruin is complete. 



Wright's poems. 199 

Deep sunk beneath the miry clay^ 

Extinguish 'd is the lights 
That shone so bright in open day : — 

Tis certainly midnight ! 

Let me admonish those who live 

'Mid truth and gospel light : 
All diligent attention give^ 

To keep their armour bright. 

And have it on, to meet their foe. 

That he may prove a friend ; 
So when the edict's out to go ! 

You triumph in the end. 

The bridegroom's voice, so joyful, hear 

The plaudit enter in. 
And feast with me, on heavenly cheer — 

Sweet harmony begin — 

Where light and life shall never end ; 

Jesus shall be your theme ! 
Behold the Prince of peace, your friend ! 

In honour and esteem. 
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A DIALOGUE 

Between the Mother and her Daughter, en the Dearth 
of a Child: wherein the Book of Fate's revealed, 

D. — And has my little brother gone« 
And has he ceas'd to live P 
And wont he pnt his new clothes on. 
Which Father bought to give ? 

M. — ^Your brother surely now has gone, 
But yet he liv^s above ; 
While here, he put salvation on. 
Which Jesus bought by love. 

D. — Then shall I see his face no more. 
While here on earth I live ? 
And has he landed safe on shore. 
Where good things he'll receive ? 

M. — No more, my child, you'll see his face. 
While in this world of sin ; 
He's gone to Canaan's happy place. 
And you may enter in. 
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D. — ^Pray mother, can I find him there ! 
Amid the crowds who stand, 
To reap a never ending share — 
Of bliss at God's right hand ? 

M. — O yes, my dear, nothing is lost. 
The jewels all will shine. 
Far brighter than they were at first. 
Ere Christ won yours and mine. 

D. — Mother, shall I have long to wait. 
Or in this world to roam- 
Before I reach the palace gate. 
That lets me in to home P 

M. — Yod needn't grieve, or yet despair. 
The child's a happy soul ; 
And you may shortly meet him, where — 
He drinks the crystal bowl. 

D. — And what does that contain, I pray ? 
Will aught remain for me. 
When my wee spirit flies away. 
Into eternity ? 

M . — O yes, my dear, be sure of this. 
The bowl is never diy : 
It now contains a world of bliss — 
We'll drink it by and bye. 
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D. — But we must try, you know, to live 
A life befitting that : 
My Jesus, then will surely give 
To us-^I can't tell what. 

M. — That's right, my child, our Saviour will — 
Give what no tongue tell. 
Or heart conceive the same, until — 
We land where all tares well. 

There I then amid the countless throng, ' 

Secrets will be reveal'd ! 
And you and I shall sing the song — 

The book of fate^s unseaFd ! 

D. — Mother, what book is that I pray. 
You speak of with delight ? 
Cannot I see it now to-day P 
And read it through to-night P 

M. — 111 tell you, child, the truth of which — 
I'd have you understand : 
The providence of God is such. 
We cannot here command. 

As life, and death, and seasons, show 

Occun'ences between; 
Man can't in time the wherefore know. 

Although the book is seen. 
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D. — I'm glad, dear Mather, this is righ 
God won't do aught that's wnmg : 
What's wisely hid, is brought to light, 
Or will, before't be long. 

Welcome ! ah, welcome, happy day ! 

I'll wait the same with joy. 
My brother then to meet *' I say," 

And you, your lovely boy. 



THE DEVIL'S HOPPER. 

Of all the base practices, drinking's the worst. 

Fore-runner of every evil ; 
Through which both the horse and his rider are lost. 

Deep sunk in the slough of the devil. 

As fast as the '' thief in the mill," who was ibund| 
With both his feet, slipt in the hopper : 

Tho' the wheels were revolving, no com could be ground. 
The rogue had thus, put in the stopper ! 

Mark ! they who will grind at the mill with Old Hany, 

Shall meet with a ready dispatch. 
As Satan has cadgers in office to cany. 

Or drag all the stuff they can catch. 
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Be aware of his bait, in the practice of drinking. 

He &steDs his hook in the jaw ! 
And they who get hold of the same, I am thinking. 

Can seldom, if ever let go. 

Keep aloof from the vile, and keep them at bay. 

Remember the thief in the mill. 
Who was caught by the hopper, as you've hoard me say« 

And still, he'd to go through the drill ! 



A DIALOGUE 

Between the Mother and her Son, on the Death ofhu 

"Beloved Sister, 

S. — And is my little sister dead — 
With whom I us'd to play ? 
Or has she laid her down in bed. 
To rise another day P 

M. — My boy, your sister is no more — 
A living child on earth ; 
She's gone to reap a golden store 
Of bliss, immense in worth. 

4 

S. — Mother, what way has sister gone ? 
Pray can you tell me this ; 
That I with you may travel on. 
And mark the path of bliss. 
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M. — That's right, my intellectnal dear; 
By faith we find the way : 
Through Christ, with hope and lore sincere. 
We're sore to win the day. 

S, — Mother, is sister's body dead. 
In earth for to remain — 
Until it leave its ditsty bed. 
And spring to life again ? 

M. — You do surprise me, lovely child ! 
Where have you learnt all this ? 
Your question's right, with answer fil'd 
Within the book of bliss. 

S. — ^You took me to the Sunday-school, 
Mother, and that's the place : 
My teacher is the polish'd tool. 
To make me shine, ** through grace." 

M. — Your sister us'd to go with you 
My boy, then side by side. 
You went to school, and learnt to know 
For you, the Saviour dy'd. 

S. — Mother, we oft convers'd awhile 
On things of heav'nly cast : 
Mcthinks I hear her say, with smile* 
I have reach 'd home at last ! 
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M. — Yes, yes, my boy, both you and I 
Must lay our bodies down ; 
Each to be changed by and bye, 
1*0 wear a glorious crown. 

S. — Mother, all things that's good, yon know. 
To us can't be deni'd ; 
For though in tents we dwell below. 
The Lamb doth well provide. 

M. — You're right, my boy, the scriptures shew. 
That life, or death is gain — 
To those who here in grace may grow. 
Then, glory doth remain. 

S. — I do beliere my sister was 
A child of God indeed ; 
And now her heav'nly Father has 
Her spirit nobly freed. 

M. — Yes, " suffer little children," dear, — 
Our Saviour bids them come. 
And now partake of heavenly cheer. 
Along with him at home. 

S. — I've reason now to thank my God, 
I went to Sunday-school, 
Wherein I learnt to read his word. 
And take it for my rule. 
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M. — ^Yes, Cbild^ the holy spirit too, 
Is promis'd as your guide ! 
While working by its dictates now. 
He surely will provide. 

S. — Then, thanks likewise to Jesus Christ, 
Who sent his spirit forth ; 
That I with him on earth may feast. 
Though heaven ! shall prove his worth. 

M — That's grand, in proof of Christian grace. 
So manifest in you — 
Your teachers have been in their place. 
And they should have their due. 

•S. — My teachers, and my guardians dear, 
I thank them every one ; 
Who taught me, with my sister here. 
Though now to heav'n she's gone. 

M. — Yes, gratitude at least is due. 
For all their care and pains ; 
True marks of which are over few, 
£te^ity's their gains. 

S. — Well, well, my friends, still labour in 
The vineyard of the Lord : 
The more of precious souls you win. 
The greater your reward. 
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THE RAIN-BOW: 



IN TWO PARTS. 



Mark f vrhen the tempest's lowering frown 
. Strikes terror in the breast : 
God's golden shield protects his own. 
For they are ever blest. 

While lightnings flash, and thunders roll — 

In vivid loud alarm ! 
The token, stretch'd from pole to pole. 

Portends a lovely calm. 

When terrors most terrific seize 

The heart of guOty man, 
A balm there is, to give him ease. 

And every gloom to fan. 

When light-arm'd troops, in flakes of snow. 

Descend upon our hills, 
Th' artillery of hail below. 

Bind up pellucid rills. 

Whose limpid streams have murmured o'er 
The rustling, boist'rous wind — 

Doubting hk prospects are no more„ 
And peace be left behind^ 
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To bear the battering storms of life. 

The keen and wintry blast. 
So active, in the midst of strife. 

To bind its victim fast. 

Terraqueous matter sounds alarm. 

Cohesive in the strain — 
Until the sun's bright image warm — 

Rude nature doth remain. 

Then, hope arises in the breast. 

And speaks the word. Rejoice ! 
For man need never be distressed, 

To hear his Maker s voice 1 

Who stretch'd his bow along the sky. 

And set his seal thereon ; 
A tpken now to testify 

That all his anger's gone. 

Behold the splendid colours there ! 

Magnificently grand ; 
And all the shades in tinsel bear 

The impress of his hand. 

Nay, more by far, exemplify'd — 

The good-will and the grace. 
Of him, who for the world hath dy'd, 

That all might see his face. — 
s 2 



With smile, in no capricious form. 
Yet splendid and sublime ; 

Through bim, out-riding every storm. 
Beyond the bounds of time. 



SECOND PART. 

When lightnings flash, and thunders roll. 

Shaking the solid ground ! 
Serene is he, whose peaceful soul. 

Hath its Redeemer found. 

No turbulent or roaring sea. 

Can e*er the saint derour ; 
His soul shall then in safety be. 

Secure within the bower. 

Yea, far above the storm will he 

Be surely landed, where — 
So nobly stands the fruitful tree, 

'Mid sweet salubrious air. 

There to partake of, now he smiles — 
In transport through the vale ; 

And though the tint of sin beguiles. 
He'll outstrip every gale. 
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Though dark and dreary be the form 

Of all the atmosphere. 
He sees a calm within the storm — 

The raiil-bow doth appear ! 

Assuring man, though torrents fall. 

Prodigious from on high ; 
Yet Jesus Christ is all in all. 

Whose sign is in the sky. 

Foretelling joy and free good will ! 

With peace upon the earth ; 
And music in the crystal rill. 

Which nature issues forth. 

He holds the waters ever in — 

The hollow of his hand. 
Who once aton'd for Adam's sin. 

And doth the world command. 

Which never more shall delug'd be : 

His power hath tested this. 
Who did at once divide the sea> 

Pointing to Israel's bliss. 

Where peace and true contentment reigns, 
Man's privilege is such — 



The great I AM in Zion deigns 
To grant him quite as much. 
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High tokens of his good-will are 

So manifest and plain : 
The sun, the moon, the morning star ! 

Set forth in drops of rain. 



THE AUTHOR'S RESPONSIBILITY IN AWE. 

Let ostentation drop its vague pretence ; 

Here stand aloof dictation hold ; 
The muse which dare not use impertinence. 

Can nor allow heing hought or sold. 
Upon the Author rests prodigious weight. 

Which cannot fall, or stand alone ; 
While, on the hinge of noting truth and right. 

Moves weal or woe, though guiltless none. 
The topic stated, ponder in your mind ; 

Adjust the suhject of discourse ; 
And test if you the muses e'er can hind. 

Or drive her chariot-wheels hy force. 
The truth of which, he sure you ascertain ; 

Hold fast the same, and pass along : 
Then let the lovely maid her strength maintain. 

And loudly sing th' harmonic song. 
Each writer to the world, a pen from heaven — 

Hath got into his hand to use ; 
Whose will directs the sacred portion given : 

Who dare ! the instrument ahuse P 
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Sheer txath write plain^ that all may karn — 

Sublimity below, in style ; 
Which heightens lore within your breast to bum. 

Reflecting thus, the Saviour's smile. 
Here let your pen receive its polish " at the fount,*' 

From whence springs eveiy shade of good ; 
Then calculate the sum, and find the net amount. 

Which centres in his precious blood. 
rThere all the past is present, future is the same. 

One grand, sublime, eternal now! 
The Author thence obtains his mission and his name, 

'Mid silent awe ; in reverence bow ! 



SCIENCE US'D, AND ART ABUS'D. 

A man of mind can thus improve. 

Whatever he takes in hand ; 
All by the intellectual move. 

Or reason's ponderous wand. 

The mighty power of art is such. 

With science in advance. 
That by one single brace or touch. 

Vast tons of iron dance. 
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THE VERNAL SEASON OF THE YEAR. 

Sweet Spring once more renews her fonn. 

With placid lovely smil« ; 
While winter, with its raging storm. 

Falls hack, to weep awhile. 

Amid the ling'ring drops of rain. 

Oft tears incessant flow; 
And thxa relieve the heart of pain. 

For lovely things to grow. 

Though winter's pinching, surly Wast — 

Hath laid all natare hare. 
We do rejoice to feel at last. 

And hreathe saluhrious air. 

While temper'd elocution sounds 

In riv'let, rill, or creek. 
The sensitive with love rebounds. 

In tacit language speak. 

All vegetation riung up. 
From secret, lone recluse — 



Present to me the golden cup. 
In which is found the muse. 
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The dense and gloomy clouds that hung 

Around our bemispbere. 
Are now into the ocean flung^ 

And bitgbtness doth appear. 

The beauteous landscape's verdant smile 

Presents a blooming cast ^ 
In splendid dress parade awhile. 

And fruit produce at last. 

The rose's flush, the lily fair. 

The vi'let, and the rest. 
Bear marks of our Creator's care. 

Who wills us to be blest. 

Metbinks, if such preserved are. 

Amid the winter's storm — 
The saints of God, sap«rior far. 

Are held securely firm. 

Though, when we see the falling kaves. 

He'll gather in the fruit ! 
Well bundl'd up in golden sheaves. 

And claim the lovely suit. 

For whom all things created were, 

In whom all things appear ^ 
By whom all things supported are,. 

Throughout the passing year. 
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THE VERNAL SEASON MORALIZED. 

Now arise out of sleep, ye youtbfnl and fair. 
Whose minds should be active and free ; 

Though in spring of your day for nothing yon care. 
Just listen awhile unto me. 

A spring-time, a summer, and autumn succeeds. 

Which few are permitted to see : 
The end of the year, destruction of weeds 

Your Author designed to be. 

Likewise a collection of all the best fruit. 

Matured in summer for use ; 
Though youth may be clad in the loveliest suit. 

He gave it them not to abuse. 

One dress for the season is granted to each. 
And mark ! if you spoil it, 'tis done : 

But if, by improvement, to manhood you reach, 
A far nobler suit you put on — 

The age — crowning season, you're likely lo see. 

With honour and credit to hail ; 
And pass in serenity, happy and free. 

The virtuous life cannot fail. 
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Let wisdom then grow, in the heart of the youths 

And folly be banished quite ; 
No crookedness shewn in the path- way of truth, 

Be honest, and fully upright. 

Now, learn the best lesson in youth of your day. 

And never forget it when old; 
It will set you to work, and give you good pay. 

In wages far better than -gold. 

What riches on earth, can compare with the love — 

Of God, shed abroad in the heart f 
Which brightens your prospect, wherever you move. 

And heightens it when you depart. 



CONFIDENCE, 



"the traveller's privilege.*' 



'Tis time for moving in the world. 
On canvass, to and fro ; — 

That all my musings be unfurl'd. 
Lord help we where I go. 

Point out my path, direct my way. 
And grant to me success ; 

My strength proportion to my day ; 
My soul with comfort bless. 
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That I the work assigned me. 
May execute with pleasure ; 

As in the same thy hand I see> . 
In steps I eannot measure. 

Assured of this^ where'er I roam. 

With thy direction right, 
I ever travel from my heme — 

By faith, and not hy sight. 

For sight would drag o'^er hill and dale. 
Those weary limbs of mine ; 

And cause my projects all to fail — 
My sun would never shine.. 

Thy guidance grant me, blessed Lord^ 

By faith to see the hand 
Which brought the Israelites' reward,. 

Safe to the promised land* 

The pillar o£ a closd by day. 

By night the fire shone. 
To help the tiavller on his way> 

While near the torrid sone. 



The sun shall never sonite the 
Who puts his trust in God \ 

No chilling blast, or darkness, cai^ — 
Unblossom Aaron's rod. 
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Thou lovely Lamb ! to thee I look, 

The rock of my defence. 
Who didst inspire the sacred book. 

Regardless of expense, — 

The scribe who writes throngh thee alone. 

Whose pen shall paint the ilow'r. 
To prove thy spirit on it shone. 

With demonstrative pow'r, — 

Shall now and evermore succeed : 

Truth spreads both far and wide, 
{Which every one who runs may read) 

Conducting wind and tide. 



A SOLILOQUY, 

Again thy kind, afflicting hand 
Hath stopp'd me in my course. 

While travelling through this dedert land. 
Upon a self-wiird horse. 

Which might have carry'd far away — 

The owner of the steed ; 
Or sunk him in the miry clay. 

Peculiar to his breed. 
t2 
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But ah ! I thank the hand divine. 
Which thus assistance lent; 

And caused his light on me to shine — 
Afresh, with pure intent. 

For, while immers'd in anxious care. 

Of seculars helow. 
We seldom have much time to spare. 

For better things to grow. 

Forbid that mind sdiould be absorbed 
In spungy, flippant dreams ; . 

Bat rather let the same be curb'd. 
By what my Lord esteems. 

Whose wise judicious love, controls 
His saints in earth and heaven ; 

The whole of. whom at once beholds. 
And dignifies the leaven. 

When I am nigh the slip or fall. 
Thy guardian angel send. 

To give a rap, or loudly call. 
That I to thee attend. 

And let my will subservient be. 
Dear Lord, unto thine own ; 

That I in providence may see. 
What can't be too well known. 
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A strict adherence to the call. 
Shall never prove in vain ; 

Preventing thus the slip or fall. 
Nor need reproof again. 



ONE MOMENT'S ALL. 

The summer months do quickly fly. 
And pass too oft unheeded by. 

Full rapid as the spring ; 
Stem winter hastens on apace — 
And I must harbour in some place — 

Or, melancholy sing. 
While the successive seasons move. 
May I determine to improve. 

And seize the present hour ; 
This moment only I've in hand. 
Another one I can't command — 

Present, past devoan 
But if while I in time shall be. 
Must carry to eternity. 

The proceeds of the same ; 
Then let me learn on earth to live ! 
And claim the boon which time can give. 

Through Jesu's precious name. 
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Then, seasons all may pass away ; 
The summer months^ the winter's day. 

The dark and dreary night. 
When time shall end, my sun shall rise ! 
More hrilliant, having gain'd the prize ! 

For which IVe now to fight. 
There! youth and spring, and heauty glowj 
Nor shall we pain or sickness know. 

For these are done away; 
In full enjoyment with the blest. 
Obtain an everlasting rest. 

And nothing more to pay. 
The rose's flush shall never fade. 
Sweet zephyrs wafting in the shade. 

Salubrious balmy air; 
And every tint with lovely hue — 
Renders the prospect ever new — 
* So pleasing and so fair. 

While fruits in noble clusters hnng. 
Delight the soul to see them strung. 

Teeming with luscious juice ; 
Nor can the heart conceive of more. 
Than is reserv'd on Canaan's shore. 

All ripe, and fit for use. 
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THE SETTING SUN. . 

Behold ! the sun's last darting rays — 
Wide spreading in the west ; 

Who, in his course from ancient days. 
Hath never sought for rest. 

E'er since the mom when time began. 
This brilliant orb hath shone. 

Except when Christ redeemed man ! 
By his expiring groan. 

All nature then convulsed wore — 

The sable, dark attire. 
When he that weight of vengeance bore. 

Which justice did require. 

Aurora points th* approaching day. 
While Sol in splendour moves, 

And tests his universal sway. 
Whose virtue all approves. 

While animated nature feels 

His fructifying power; 
Inanimation, on its wheels. 

Moves every plant and flower. 
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Yet on each day's alternate eve. 
Their hrilliance disappear. 

Alike when summer months do leave 
Us, nigh the closing year. 

Nor can we long the light maintain. 
Or wear the crimson vest ; 

Dense clouds portend big drops of rain- 
Our sun ! is nigh the west. 

Though, while we take apparent ease. 

In silence and repose ; 
The sun shines on antipodes — 

No sooner set, than rose ! 

In splendour and magnificence, 
Around the world he rides ; 

And fully arm'd in our defence. 
Moves on with rapid strides. 

And must, till time shall have an end. 

His noble com*ses run ; 
Then in amalgamation blend. 

Where matter first begun. 

Yon brilliant sun shall darken'd be ; 

To blood the moon shall turn ; 
Absorb'd the waters of the sea ; 

Earth, conflagrated bum. 
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Stars from their orbits then shall fall ! 

The elements with heat 
Shall rack the whole^ from pole to pol 

Destruction is complete. 



Bright suns immortal now shall rise> 

And shine for evermore ! 
Then, all the saints shall reap their prize. 

And well enjoy the store. 

With Christ, our head, (without a pause, 

Or intermittent pain,) 
Rejoicing, now my sun hath rose ! 

Never to set again. 



THE YORKSHIRE HILLS. 

A greater privilege to man — 

I don't know where to find. 
Beneath the soil on which we ran 

For centuries half blind. 
Metals of every kind are hid 

Within the solid ground ; 
Their Owner now hath rais'd the lid ! 

And we the key have found. 
He gave us eyes, the wealth to see. 

And said make use of all-^ 
For unto you the same is free, 

Redeem'd since Adam's fall. 
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Surelj^ in Cleveland, God hath stor'd 

Riches heyond our count ; 
The Yorkshire Hills and Dales afibrd 

Treasnres to any amount. 
The mountains teeming so with gold. 

Materials coarse and plain^ 
Our Author weigh'd but never sold ; 

The gift we do obtain. 
Australia ! cannot with us vie. 

Nor California year — 
Such piles of wealth in mountaina high. 

As we've embedy'd here. 
Nor do our gents at all presume 

To use the same, until 
It yields for them a grand perfume. 

When we have tum'd the mill. 
Who gather up, and diy, and bake. 

And roast, and boil, and fry, 
When many a good hot metal cake. 

We get both wet and dry. 
Nor is this all ! but mom and night. 

We ride both to and fro ; 
And sing aloud for sovereigns bright. 

To California go 1**^ 

MORAL. 

If riches do increase, set not — 
Your prowling heart thereon ; 

Obtain the wealth (which cannot rot,) 
Through Chiist the Father's Son. 
*CleTeland Iron Mines. 
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THE BRITISH CONSTITUTION. 

If all the vari'd powers that form 

This noble Constitutioiiy 
Were not to ride above the stonn^ 

They'd often meet polution. 
A democratic, vulgar set. 

To rule and legislate. 
Would in themselves be always beat. 

And more, to rule the state ! 
Shrewd ignorance might knowledge quote. 

But ne'er could lay the plan. 
Which wisdom in her lap hath caught. 

Though blind for ages ran. 
These only strive to cast away. 

Best jewels of the land. 
To rule themselves, and have the sway. 

With kingdoms at command. 
Such vain presumption ! keep it low — 

Impertinence, have done ; 

« 

The wheels of state could never go^ 

Propell'd by simple John. 
Then keep him within bounds, I say. 

And never turn him loose ; 
For if you let him have his way. 

He'll upset all the house. 

I've seen the democrat in power, 
u 
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And mark'd his operation : 
All dignity he strives to lower. 

To his degraded station. 
Mark ! stars of different magnitude. 

In various stations shine. 
Be high, or low their altitude. 

Ne'er envy or repine. 
Let higher orders of the day — 

As suns for ever shine I 
And we as stars our trihute pay. 

By light and love divine. 
The British Monarchy to shield. 

From harm's usurping power. 
Never to democratics yield-;- 

Her dignity to lower. 
Let justice, truth, and equity. 

Characterize our state. 
Connected with ubiquity. 

The sense of which is great. 



AN APPLE FOR THE SECULARIST. 

My garden 1 want to improve. 

My health and my strength to recruit 

My heart is engaged above. 
Partaking of heavenly fruit. 



/ 
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"*Tis lovely within and withottt. 

And all is delightful around ; 
When I am divested of doubt, 

A heaven below I have found. 
Then I can implicitly trust. 

The goodness and mercy of God, 
Whose ways are all equal and just. 

Alike in the smile, and the rod. 
The secular cannot deny — 

The sentiment stated above ; 
Unless he can wisdom defy. 

And blot out the Author of love. 
Embrace it, just now, while you can. 

Nor smother the heavenly flame ; 
But act the true part of a man. 

Extolling Immanuel's name. 
Who deprecates secular love — 

For hearts to be set upon here ; 
Exhorts us to seek it above. 

And live upon heavenly cheer. 
As man is the dignify'd piece — 

Of all the creation of God, 
Whose love for him, never can cease — 

Bear witness, the streams of his blood ! 
Improve then the garden within. 

Its fruit «hall be sweet to your taste^ 
When uprooted is every sin. 

Your fallow shall not lay to waste. 
The sooner the better, I say. 
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You enter within the strait gate ; 
Be up and be doing to-day. 
To-morrow's for ever too late. 



LINES 



ON PRESENTATION OF THE HOLY BIBLE, BY THE 
AUTHOR, TO HIS YOUNGEST DAUGHTER, 1848,* 

For reading three chapters of the same daily, -from the beginnings 
to the end of the year,, thereby completing the whole Yolume, anil 
committing several portions to memory. 

This book ! I here present to thee. 

My daughter, nine years old. 
Accept the same in love, from me, — 

More precious far than gold. 
Thy bible thou hast read with pleasure. 

Within the twelve months past» 
I now confer this endless treasure \ 

On thee, pray held it fast. 
And may the God of Israel seal — 

Its truths upon thy heart. 
Through which a constant blessing feel,. 

That never shall depart. 
Then Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

Thy portion ever be — 
Throughout the length of time, but most — 

In blest Eternity. 
•See Wrighf 8 " Gem for every one." p. 46. 
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THE DAUGHTER'S RESPONSE 

(to her fathes's poregoing pr^isentJ 
Composed by herself, when 15 Years of A^e ! 1854. 

When reason first began to dawn-r— 

Upon my infant mind, 
The lamp of grace wa9 litj c^nd shone 1 

That I might wisdom find. 
By instruments ordain'd before— 

My heart could understand ; 
And yet was left the open door* 

To use fair reason's wand. 
You gave me, " O my father, dear !" 

Of all you could bestow — 
The word of God ; my way to steer. 

While trav'Uing here below* 
And by free grace, I now will try. 

My gratitude to prove — 
To you on earth, and God on high. 

But, with an humble love. 
Twice through, I've r«ad my bible, yet — 

1*11 read it o'er and o'er. 
That I may every morsel get — 

Of its most blessed store. 
O ! fix it in my memoty. Lord ; 

Thy spirit on my heart ; 

132 
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And bind tbem as a three-fold cord. 

Which can't asunder part. 
So then it will expand, or wind. 

To suit the sinner's case ; 
And I can see, (though I were blind f) 

To read in every place. 
To know, and do thy holy will. 

Is aU I ask below — 
That I may help poor sinners still. 

Who don't their Saviour know. 
He bore for us, our shame and guilt ; 

Our debt of sin did pay ; 
And let his precious blood be spilt. 

To wash it all away. 
No riches do I want on earth. 

This gift, is worth them all ! 
Indeed, I dare not count its worth. 

Lest that be far too small. 
Now, may my heavenly Father grant 

According to your prayer. 
What we in easi^h, and heaven may want. 

To land us safely there. 



THE MOUND. 

Sometimes the nettle grows thereon. 
At times the lovely rose ; 
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Or, CTown'd with nature's green, anon — 

Are trod by friends and foes. 
But, all are ignorant of what — 

Beneath the surface lays ; 
The golden girdle round the hat. 

Some dignity displays. 
We seldom think, beneath the soil — 

Where weeds and thistles spring. 
To gather com, and wine, and oil. 

And many a useful thing. 
Short-sighted mortals often measure 

The inside by the out ; 
And thus are apt to lose a treasure — 

Which might be got for naught. 
A splendid dress sometimes we see — 

Plac'd on a foolish body. 
Although immers'd in poverty. 
Will neither work, nor study. 
The homogeneous barge, to me — 

Seems most befitting man ; 
As truth and falsehood can't agree. 

But counter always ran. 
While nature's correspopding dress — 

Appears in uniform ! 
Nor indicate the least distress, 

A calm succeeds a storm. 
Winter, with keen and pinching blast. 

Only prepares the way — 
For milder scenes of amber cast. 
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Which summer doth display : 
Together with the vaiy*d hue — 

Of splendid fruits and flow'] 
On which distils the morning dew. 

And evening's gentle show'rs. 
Likewise the mid-day's genial sun. 

To cheer and to revive : 
The whole for man, who'll seldom run- 

To keep himself alive. 

MOBAX. 

Let not the little mounds in life — 
Disturb thy sweet repose : 

Remember, in the midst of strife — 
There sprang a lovely Bose.''^ 



THE PRINCE'S LEGACY, f 

The Prince of peace, with joy and love, 

Contriv'd the wond'rous plan ; 
All war and discord to remove. 

From wretched, sinful man. 
Swift on the pinions of a dove. 

Yea, swifter than the wind. 
He flew from yon bright realms above^ 

To rescue all mankind. 

* The Bose of Sharon, Christ f John zir. 
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The olive branch in truth he brought. 

Good will and peace on earth ; 
For by his life and death, he bought 

More than this world is worth ; 
And on his exit, thus he said 

Unto the chosen few — 
Who follow him, their living Head, 

My peace I leave with you. 
Likewise 1*11 send the Holy^Spirit, 

To lodge within your breast ; 
Comfort and peace shall you inherit. 

And never be distress'd. 
Now I must go to God on high. 

My Father and your Friend : 
Remember this, I'm always nigh. 

And with you to the end. 
But I shall come in robes of white. 

To see you once again ; 
Then, be your garments pure and bright. 

Without one spot or stain. 
And I shall you receive, that where 

I am, ye may abide — 
In glory, and for ever there. 

Close by your Prince's side 
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